Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



GEMS FOE THE KING'S CROWN; 

OB, 

A PASTOR'S REMINISCENCES 



WITH 



ANXIOUS INQUIEEES. 



BT THE 

EEV. R. E. ROSE. 



1 



And they shall be Mine, saith the Lord of Hosts, in that day when I make 

up My jewels/'—ifai. iiL 17. 

"And on His head were many crowns.'*— i2e». xix. 12. 

" Like the stars of the moming,^-^'\ j [7^::^ 
His bright crown adoming,/\avV\'>«-' ' H/ ,-, 
They shall shine in their yu^ab^^— 
Bright gems in His crow^i."^^ 

. DEC ' 80 i 

Jfovibon : 
RICHARD D. DICKINSON, FARRINGDON STREET. 



1877. 



Z-'//. -y^ . <^0 1. 



1 



PREFACE. 



The following sketches of Christian character 
are taken from real life. There is no colouring 
about them ; they simply embody the experiences 
of some whom the Author has known in the 
course of his ministry. The selection has been 
made with care, and a view to its appUcabiUty ; 
and refers to experiences that may occur under 
the ordinary ministration of those who are in 
any way engaged in the glorious work of winning 
souls to Christ. 

The Author believes that, in order to success 
in this glorious work, there must be speeificness 
of action and distinctness of aim : random shots 
seldom tell for much in this battle. It was this 
principle, actively carried out, which character- 
ised so strongly the preaching of Whitfield and 
Wesley. In order to this success, we must get 
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to understand more fully the individual wants 
and spiritual necessities of our people, which are 
so greatly varied. It is a common fault with us 
to be too much satisfied with preaching to the 
congregation, to the neglect of a personal dealing 
with the souls of our hearers in private ; it is to 
be feared that many a useful and well-prepared 
discourse has been comparatively lost through 
remissness in this important part of pastoral 
work. The stricken ones have been lost sight of 
in the crowd of frivolous hearers, perhaps longing 
for the soft hand of mercy to lay hold of them, 
and for more light to lead them to a personal 
decision for Christ : such have too much reason 
to cry, " No man careth for my soul." In a word, 
we should work, and constantly labour, not only 
for a large " draught," but we should seek, as 
Mr. Moody has well said, by every means " to 
bring the net to land full of fishes." 

Everyone who is in any way labouring for 
God should earnestly set his heart upon the 
conversion of souls. If he fails here, he fails 
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everywhere ; these are his only credentials. And 
in an age like the present, when the wave of 
sacerdotalism is sapping out the piety of the 
professing Church, and rationalism its faith, it 
is desirable to be well established upon this 
point. It is, doubtless, absolutely necessary to 
meet these warring elements now at work by 
careful and elaborate preparation in order to 
convince men's intellects, but we must never 
lose sight of the great fact that our main work 
is to reach the heart ; and while we are trying 
to meet "oppositions of science falsely so 
called," we may fail in the other. And the voice 
of conscience may loudly declare, " This ought 
ye to have done, but not to have left the other 
undone." Let us beware of laying the flattering 
unction to our souls while we have no proof of 
actual blessing in our work, remembering, as the 
sainted James has so well said, " that the only 
result of our work which will follow us to heaven, 
and endure through eternity, is the conversion 
of souls." 
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The following experiences of a few of God's 
people are sent forth in hopes that they may be 
found useful, not only in sjiowing the power and 
application of divine truth to the hearts and 
consciences of men, leading anxious inquirers 
to see what it is which hinders them from obtain- 
ing settled peace with God, but also may be 
instrumental in leading others to ** stir up the 
gift that is in them," to a more careful study of 
what they shall say to anxious souls who may 
be inquiring their way to Christ. In order to 
success in this work, the arrow we send forth 
from the bow of truth must iiotonly be feathered 
with good common sense, but it must be dipped 
in love and drawn with the strength of an omni- 
potent faith; then, indeed, souls shall be won 
for Christ, and the slain of the Lord shall be 
many. If this shall, by the Divine blessing, in 
any way conduce to this desirable end, its pur- 
pose will be accomplished, and to the Triune 
God shall be all the praise. 
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" Up to thy Master s work ! for thou art called 
To do His bidding, till the hand of death 
Strike off thine armour. Noble field is thin( 
The sonl thy province, that mysterious thing 
Which hath no limit from the walls of sense. 

Oh, live the life of prayer, 
The life of tireless labour for His sake ; 
So may the Angel of the Covenant bring 
Thee to thy home in bliss, with many a gem 
To glow for ever in thy Master's crown." 



" Bat where sin abounded, grace did mnoli more abonnd.'*— 
Bom. y. 20w 
" Sitting, and clothed, and in his right mind." — Mask y. 15. 

*' See me, see me— once a rebel, 
Yanqnished at His cross I lie ; 
Cross ! to tame earth's proudest able ! 
Who was e'er so proud as I ? 
be conyinced me ; He subdued me ; 
lEe chastised me ; He renewed me. 
The nails that nailed, the spear that slew Him, 
Transfixed my heart, and boimd it to Him. 
See me, see me — once a rebel. 
Vanquished at His cross I lie." 

That salvation is free for the chief of sinners 
may be seen from the closing history of Blood 

C . 

This man had been from childhood asso- 
ciated with a most depraved set of horse- 
dealers. As he advanced in years, he iinbibed 
their principles and habits, imtil he drank down 
sin " as the ox drinketh dcwn '^BA.et.'' ^^ ^^^ssS^^i 
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became an awful drunkard, as well as a notorious 
boxer, wrestling in the ring by the hour and the 
half together, from whence he acquired the name 
of Blood C . 

His impatient and revengeful disposition made 
him the terror of his neighbourhood, while 
his appearance corresponded with his character. 
Six feet in height, with features battered by 
fighting, and overcast by a stern expression, 
his very aspect produced alarm. 

During intoxication, his life had several times 
been in imminent perU, but no providential 
mercies checked his career ; they seemed but 
to urge him forward on the road of evil, until he 
became a fearful prodigy of sin — a wonder unto 
many. Yet, singular to say, beggary and want 
in others softened his heart, and to his utmost 
he relieved that kind of affliction. Twice in 
his life he experienced slight compunctions for 
sin. The first time was during a journey home 
with a drove of horses. Having, in a drunken 
spree, spent his master's money, he, for this act, 
condemned himself to a fixed time of abstinence. 
To pass away his time, and ashamed of sitting 
quietly at an inn, he wandered out, and for 
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the first time in his life, entered a place of 
worship, where the congregation was singing. 
His attention became arrested ; and he never was 
able to shake off the impressions his mind then 
received. The second time was towards the last 
years of his life. Observing him in conversation 
with some labourers in a brick-ground, I joined 
the group, and found them conversing upon the 
honour said to be amongst thieves- The fallacy 
of honour founded upon evil was exposed, and 
from the passage, " Be sure thy sin will find thee 
out," it was shown that, however hidden, sin 
would meet with its just retribution ; the text 
being illustrated by a well- authenticated story of 
three German robbers, who, each coveting an un- 
fair proportion of stolen booty, secretly plotted 

and effected the death of one another. C 

was silenced and awed by these remarks, and 
ever after treated me with respectful attention. 

His last illness arose from sleeping in a damp 
bed during an expedition into Wales for a drove 
of ponies. He took but little heed to the 
state of his health, until, in a violent fit of 
coughing, he broke a blood-vessel, and, from 
exhaustion, was reluctantly comg^\ife3L \»q> \s22.<^ V^ 
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his bed. In this critical situation I ventured to 
call at the house ; although his neighbours tried 
to dissuade me in every way from doing so, 
assuring me that, if I did, I " should never leave 
without broken bones if * Blood* was up." 
Contrary to their expectations, I was thankfully 
welcomed. I found the mind of the sufferer 
entirely ignorant of the plan of salvation, but 
willing to listen most attentively. As I spoke of 
man's condemnation by sin, and his deliverance 
by the Lord Jesus Christ— as I dwelt upon 
the sufferings and death of Christ — the tears 
streamed down from eyes unused to weep, and 
with great emphasis he said— 

''Well, I thought no one cared for poor 
'Blood,* but I see, from what you have said, 
Jesus did, and so do you, or I am sure you 
would never come to see a fellow like me.*' 

As I exhorted this man to come to Jesus at 
once for a full and present pardon, his voice 
became choked with emotion; he could only 
gasp out his thanks, and beg me to come again 
soon. Considering his former opposition to 
religion, I was compelled to exclaim: "What 
bath God wrought ! " 
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From this time I continued to visit him week 
after week, and often day by day. He lived 
some time, often passing through deep distress 
of mind bordering on despair, on accoimt of 
his former life. When the sufferings of Jesus 
and the cleansing power of His atonement 
was dwelt upon, he added, with an emotion not 
to be described — 

" Ah ! I know that He has been my best 
friend, although I have used Him so badly." 

Weeping much, he exclaimed — 

" I wish I could pray, but I do not even know 
the Lord*s-prayer." 

I reminded him of the publican's prayer : 
" God be merciful to me, a sinner ! " A ray of 
hope seemed to dart across his troubled mind ; 
and, after a long pause and pensive look, the 
tears trickling down his face, he said — 

** Ah ! I can say that from the bottom of my 
heart," and forcibly repeated the words : " God 
be merciful to me, a sinner ! " 

A calm and placid expression of countenance 
now succeeded his late ferocious aspect. Just 
at this time one of his companions in sin coming 
in to see him, said : '* Well, Tom, ^o\x!\!L ^^^-t^ 
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be better, I hope." He replied, with fortitude 
and resignation— 

" No, never ; I have had enough of this world 
— I want to be gone. Oh, Jack, what will 
fceeome of your poor soul? You have been a 
wild one, like me ! " 

Finding his strength and voice failing, he 
turned to me, and locking my hand in the hand 
of his companion, most beseechingly said — 

" Now, Mr. , tell him what you have been 

telling me. Will you read it to me again ? " 

Truly it was a sight over which angels might 
well rejoice, to see the tears fall from the eyes 
of these hardened ones, as I dwelt upon the 
Saviour's words , *' Ye must be bom again." 

Prayer from this time was his chief pleasure, 
and its chief subject, " Lord, do change my 
wicked heart." Night and day this was the 
burden of all his desires. This breathing of his 
soul was fully answered, and at length his 
hope was radiant with the light of immortality, 
and he desired to depart and to be with Christ. 
At my last visit I drew near to his bedside, and 
linquired, " Do you love Jesus ? " 

Se was very weak, and his voice almost 



THE CONVERTED HORSE JOCKEY. 19 

reduced to a whisper ; but, gathering up all his 
strength, he firmly grasped my hand, and said — 

"Yes, Mr. , Ido! I do!'' 

During my prayer he repeatedly exclaimed, 
** Blessed Jesus ! *' He lived two days longer, 
bearing testimony to the power and grace of God 
to save the "chief of sinners." At length he 
quietly breathed his soul into the hands of his 
Saviour — another brand pluckedfrom the burning, 
and a precious trophy in the Eedeemer's crown. 

In this man's case, a long course of aban- 
doned conduct had annihilated the least parti- 
cle of hope in any righteousness of his own. 
His situation was clearly desperate, but for the 
free gift of pardon by the death and resurrec- 
tion of a righteous Saviour. Such a report 
reached his ear; the Holy Spirit opened his 
understanding to receive the good news into his 
heart ; he, by faith, rejoiced in Jesus ; and thus, 
" having much forgiven, the same loved much." 

" And can I be the very same, 

Who lately durst blaspheme Thy name, 

And on Thy Gospel tread ! 

Surely each one who hears my case 

Will praise Thee, and confess Thy grace 

layindble indeed ! 

b2 
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*^ This lamp from off the everlasting throne 
Mercy took down, and in the night of time 
Stood, casting on the dark her gracious bow, 
And evermore beseeching men with tears 
And earnest sighs, to hear, believe, and live.'' 

It is exceedingly beneficial to a minister to visit 
much among the people of his charge. By this 
means he not only becomes familiarly acquainted 
with the wants and spiritual necessities of his 
flock, but he gets enlarged views of human 
character, and a keen insight into the every-day 
phases of practical Christianity. By this means 
strangers are often brought under the sound of 
Gospel truth. On one such occasion a most 
loquacious female complimented me for the care 
I exercised in visiting my people, and jocosely 
added — 

" I fear me, sir, you must think the people 
here very wicked folk, to see you so often among 
them.'' 



THE SBCULAEIST AND HIS INFIDEL MOTHER. 21 

This was uttered with a biting sarcasm, and a 
withering sneer overspread her countenance as 
she added — 

"Well, there can be no doubt but that we 
are wicked, but then I sometimes wonder what 
such folks will do by and by. I do not think 
hell will be large enough to contain all the wicked 
people that will get there." 

" But surely, my friend, if such is your notion, 
would it not be well to make sure for yourself, 
by avoiding that which, according to your own 
showing, will inevitably lead thither ? For you 
now only utter what the Bible declares, that 
' the wicked shall be turned into hell.' ** 

*'Ah! that is the point, sir; that is just 
where we differ; that is just what I do not 
believe." 

"Why not say so, Mrs. G ? Why 

bandy jokes on so serious a subject ? " 

"It is just because I do not deem it to be 
solemn that I thus speak. However, you have 
your way of thinking and I have mine, and 
I dare say we shall both come right at last." 

"There you are mistaken, my friend; one or 
the other must be wrong. li 1 ^tq. ^^aorJi^^i^^sx 
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ought to put me right ; and if you are wrong, 
you should seek to be corrected, lest your 
mistake prove fatal at last" 

" I cannot stay longer. I am sure you mean 
well, though we differ. * Business first,' you 
know, religion afterwards. Good day ! " 

Such my first acquaintance with this family, 
who never attended any place of worship, and 
ridiculed religious people in every possible way. 

Hearing that the eldest son was seriously ill, 
I called to see him. Seated in an arm-chair at 
the door sat a most interesting, intelligent 
young man about twenty-seven years of age. 
His keen eye saw me enter the garden- 
gate leading up to the house, and calling in a 
sharp voice to someone inside, who did not 
reply, led me to infer that he wanted help to 
remove himself away ere I arrived. The needed 
help not coming, I had by this time gained the 
door, and accosting my young friend, he replied 
to my general remarks as to his health civilly, 
but with a degree of reticence. 

The young man before me had lately arrived 

home from his employ at a large drapery esta- 

blisbment in London, where he had acted as 
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manager. It was evident that he was well 
informed, and pleasing in his manners; but the 
moment any allusion was made to a religious 
subject he became reserved. At length he 
said — 

" Sif , I cannot allow religion to be introduced 
as a topic of conversation. I do not myself 
believe in it, and must beg that you will not 
allude to it again. I shall be delighted to talk 
on any other subject, and thankful for you to call 
at any time, but only on the subject of religion 
must I beg you to say nothing." 

I replied — 

" My friend, that is the primary object of my 
call. I am pledged in my own conscience by 
every high and holy consideration to do my 
duty in this matter. Would you wish me 
to act in this thing contrary to my con- 
science ? " 

**Well, sir, I cannot help it; it is the 
only ground upon which I can conscientiously 
act." 

" Will you kindly tell me why you object to 
my alluding to religious topics ? " 

" Because I do not believe in religion." 
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"May I ask why you do not believe in 
religion ? " 

" Because I do not believe the Bible to be 
a revelation from God to man ; therefore cannot 
believe in religion as you hold it or as the sects 
maintain it." 

" And why do you not believe the Bible to be 
a revelation from God ? *' 

" Because, sir, it is so unlike God to give us 
what we cannot understand. Now there are 
many things — 'doctrines' if you please — we 
cannot comprehend ; that you will readily 
admit. Now if the Bible was a revelation from 
God, it would be such as we can comprehend ; 
it were unreasonable of God to act otherwise. 
That which I can comprehend I will believe, 
and only that ; that which I cannot comprehend 
I am not bound to believe ; therefore I do not 
believe in the revelation you call the Bible." 

"Then the measuring-line of your faith in 
anything is gauged by what you can compre- 
hend, and you will believe no further ? " 

"Exactly; that is just it; that is my argu- 
ment." 

"Ton are quite certain of it, and willing to 
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abide by the conclusions arising out of this view 
of things ? " 

**Most certainly. It is the only rational 
view." 

" Pray, sir, what is that line stretched across 
those poles ? " 

**Why, sir, you know without asking me 
— ^the electric telegraph." 

" Be good enough to explain the principle of 
the thing." 

"You must know, sir. Why do you ask 
me?" 

After giving a most lucid explanation of 
electricity, I inquired — 

"But pray tell me what is the electric fluid 
itself. Eesolvo to me its constituent ele- 
ments." 

" I cannot, sir ; no man can. It is a subtle, 
mysterious fluid we do not fully comprehend." 

"According to your premises and former 
argument, I do not, you do not, fully compre- 
hend what the fluid is, therefore I do not 
believe it. There is no such thing as electricity, 
consequently no electric telegraph." 

Moving his chair out of the rays of the 
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scorching sun, evidently disconcerted by the turn 
the argument had taken, I said — 

" Pray tell me, what is the sun ? " 

An elaborate description of the views of 
various astronomers followed. 

'*But what is caloric? — how is it formed? 
— whence does it proceed? — of what is it 
made ? " 

" Far too subtle a question for me to 
answer." 

*' I cannot, you cannot, fully comprehend it, 
consequently there is no sun. Good morning, 
my friend.'* 

A few days after this conversation I called to 
know his welfare, and was ushered at once into 
his room by his sceptical mother. 

To my great surprise he was delighted to see 
me, and at once commenced conversation by 
saying— 

" There is great force in your argument that 
you brought in support of revelation the other 
day. I thought it strange your leaving me so 
suddenly; but it set me thinking, that if I 
cannot fully comprehend things around me, it is 
just possible that I may not comprehend other 
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matters. Sir, I am no atheist. I fully believe 
in and revere the existence of Deity. That 
man must be sunk low, indeed, that denies the 
existence of a God; but it is simply a revela- 
tion such as you caU the* Bible I disclaim. Still, 
your argument has set me thinking." 

"Now suppose, my friend, God gave a 
revelation, would it not be one worthy Himself, 
in some degree like Himself? He is the Infinite, 
and we are the finite ; if the Bible in every 
point was so easily comprehended by us, I, for 
one, should feel extremely dissatisfied with it. 
It would look too much like the productions of a 
finite creature ; but if it is, what I beUeve it to 
be, a revelation from God of God, then how 
can finite fully comprehend infinite ? ' Who can 
by searching find out God ? * As easily might 
you seek to put the ocean in a nutshell, or to 
hold the winds in the hollow of your hand, as 
finite to comprehend infinite. Enough is plainly 
revealed to ' make us wise unto salvation.' 
Now we only ' know in part,' but in eternity we 
shall more fully comprehend God; and this 
knowledge will doubtless progress through 
eternity. This revelation that we can under- 
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stand will culminate in that which we shall more 
fully comprehend by and by." 

The grand fundamental [truths of revelation 
afforded abundant scope for conversation at sub- 
sequent visits — the doctrine of man's depravily, 
the atonement, the reconciliation effected by 
the death of Christ, regeneration, and faith 
in Christ. Light dawned upon his mind, and 
the Holy Ghost carried the truth home to his 
heart with saving power ; he fully embraced the 
truth as it is in Jesus, and left behind him a 
bright testimony of his faith in Christ as a true, 
humble child of God. 

On his dying-bed he not only fully renounced 
his deistical views, but charged his sceptical 
mother most solemnly to repent and to believe 
the Gospel. But, alas ! the Sun of Eighteousness, 
which melted and moulded his heart to life, 
seemed to have no such effect upon her, though 
she had often the opportunity of listening to the 
same truths and witnessing their effects upon the 
heart of her dying son. Indeed, after he had 
passed away, her indisposition to listen to the 
claims of personal religion only increased, 
reminding one of the solemn truth that salvation 
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is alone of grace, through faith, that being the 
gift of God. 

<* Should all the forms that men devise 
Assault my faith with treacherous art, 
I'd call them vanity and lies, 
And bind Thy Gospel to my heart."* 



Cj^je §atkslt&tr ^l^stonir, anb iJ^t ''Spell*' 

Sliem0frieir* 

** Jesus wept ! and still in glory 
He can mark each mourner's tear. 
Loving to retrace the story 
Of the hearts He solaced here.*' 

A MAN very well-to-do in temporal things used 
occasionally to attend my village services. Some 
few years since he was a burning and a shining 
light in his neighbourhood. A prayer leader 
and visitor of the sick, he had at his sole expense 
built up a little village chapel, and, I fear me, 
that by this act, he not only prided himself in 
the eyes of man, but depended too much upon 
this in the sight of God. No one of the villages 
would dare to question the piety of the man, but 
somehow, although he would often act as a sup- 
ply, and lead the services, na one appeared either 
edified or blest. At this time, to use his own 
words, he was living in sin, and had left the paths 
of pleasantness ; although keeping up the sem* 
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blance of piety, he.was a miserable " backslider 
in heart." 

Hearing that he was ill, I called to see him, 
and found him dreadfully excited, and, judging 
from his appearance, deeply concerned about his 
soul. He wept like a child, and taking my hand 
with much emotion, sobbed out — 

" Oh, sir, what shall I do, what will become of 
my poor soul ?— I can't live, and I am not fit to 
die!" 

I soon discovered that he was making his 
earnest groans and tears a ground upon which 
to rest his repentance and acceptance in the 
sight of God, deploring that he could not suffi- 
ciently hate himself for his sins. He was shown 
that — 

" These for sin cannot atone, 
Christ must save, and Christ alone." 

To add to his difficulty, his religious friends, 
finding his case baffied the skill of his medical 
adviser, and judging it very mysterious, easily 
persuaded his nervously- excited mind that they 
'were sure he was under " bad hands ; " that 
someone was " about him," and that until the 
** spell '* was taken off he would be no better ; 
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that the best and shortest way of having it re- 
moved would be to consult a " clever woman.*' 
This it appears he had done, but of course with 
no success, only to render him the more miserably 
excited. 

So that after trying to correct his mistaken 
religious views, I had to combat this foolish and 
mischievous prejudice. Of course I found as the 
natural outcome of this, a bitter antipathy 
against certain persons whom he named as the 
sole cause of his misfortune. How true that they 
that ''trust in lying vanities forsake their own 
mercies." The afflicted man failed to recognise 
the fatherly hand of God in his affliction, and 
while groaning under his sufferings, felt it harder 
to bear because aggravated by this foolish notion. 
Nearly an hour was spent in close conversation, 
trying by every means to disabuse his excited 
mind upon the point, with apparently but little 
success, when I closed the visit with prayer that 
He who alone can rightly " convince of sin '* 
would be pleased to lead this " erring one " to 
the summit of Calvary, and pour the balm of 
comfort into his troubled mind. I left him grate- 
ful for my visit, but apparently little bene- 



THE BAOESLIDEB BESTOBED. 83 

fited thereby. I felt that underlying this man's 
wretchedness there must be some moving cause, 
and was anxious to get at it if possible, in order 
to clear the way for. the truth to enter his dis- 
tressed soul. 

On- nearing the house at a subsequent visit 
I met a man just leaving it, who held a re- 
spectable position in the parish, and was a local 
preacher. Inquiring of him the welfare of the 
sick man, he told me that he was very ill — ^in fact, 
appeared to be gradually sinking down under his 
griefs, until it became distressing to be with him ; 
that he considered it to be a very mysterious 
case ; and that he had no doubt in his own mind 
he was "bewitched." He was greatly surprised 
to find that I had ventured to contradict this, 
and wished to know how I could maintain such 
an argument, when many great and good men 
believed it. 

I replied : " My friend, it is surely no rule for 
me to believe a thing, alike contrary to reason 
and revelation, simply because any great and 
good man may believe it. I honour any good 
man so far as he follows the truth, but no 
further.'* 
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., Quoting the words, *'Thou shalt not suffer a 
witch to live," with similar passages, he tried to 
prove that persons possessed of this power were 
once in existence, and therefore might still 
be. 

This was met by showing that as God wished 
His chosen people to be distinct and separate 
from the heathen around who practised these 
wicked delusions, He gave this command. The 
command itself furnishes no proof whatever that 
the persons called witches and wizards were pos- 
sessed of any further power than that of playing 
on their dupes by cunning or trickery. 

The rain doctors and jugglers of the East were 
given in illustration of this point. A mere pre- 
tence is not admissible where tangible proof is 
required. The witch of Endor, the damsel pos- 
sessed with a spirit of Python, the burning of 
books of those who used curious arts, and Paul's 
question to the Galatians, "Who hath bewitched 
you?" were each met and fairly answered. 
Taking another standpoint, he was shown that 
even if this (pretended) power of Satan was once 
supposed to exist, then, from Gen. iii. 15, " And 
I will put enmity between thee and the woman,^ 
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and between thy seed and her seed; it shall 
bruise thy head^ and thou shalt bruise his heel ; '* 
and its falfilment as seen in Luke x. 18^ '' And 
He said unto them^ I beheld Satan as lightning 
fall from heaven;** and Col. ii. 15, " And having 
sp6iled principalities and powers, He made a 
show of them openly, triumphing over them in 
it ; ^' also 1 John iii. 8, and Ephes. iv. 8, that 
power was crushed or " spoiled *' by the complete 
work of Christ on the cross ; — I concluded by 
showing that to maintain such a fallacy must be 
to give the he to God's Word, and to cast a re- 
flection on^the complete work of Christ. When I 
had finished he replied : — 

" Well, what you have said is indeed convin- 
cing. I see I took a very one-sided view of the 
matter, and far from a scriptural one either. I 
never had the subject explained so fully and 

fairly before. I am sorry to say, poor Mr. 

is not the first one I have persuaded to go to the 
* cunning woman.' I trust I shall never do that 
again. I frankly confess that from this time I 
give up all faith in the power of witchcifaft." 

I replied : " My friend, if you are convinced 

that what has been advanced is true, that your 

o2 
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previous conduct in this thing has been wrong, 
will you be manly enough, straightforward 
enough, not only to confess it, but will you at 
once come with me and seek to undo what I 
fear me you have done but too well in the case of 
our sick friend ? I know it is somewhat painful, 
but surely you must feel it to be your duty as a 
Christian man. Come at once, and let us pray 
together that God may bless His own "Word, and 
set the soul of our erring brother at happy 
liberty." 

We entered the house. It was deeply aflfect- 
ing to witness that scene. The whole ground of 
argument was again covered, and then with tears 
the hand of the sick man was grasped, and with 
affectionate earnestness he was besought to ab- 
jure all faith in these soul-destroying, God-dis- 
honouring notions. Oh, how earnestly was God 
besought in believing prayer to restore to this 
backslider a sense of His restoring mercy and 
forgiving love ! Ere we rose from our knees that 
day we had glorious proofs of His faithful pro- 
mises — His readiness to pardon, accept, and 
bless. Oh, the joy unspeakable, as we mingled 
our tears and our thanks together at our Father's 
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throne for the upholding, restoring influence of 
His free Spirit ! The snare of Satan was broken 
— our friend escaped. Health was speedily re- 
stored, and he was raised up, once more to tell of 
the goodness and mercy of a sin-pardoning 
God. 



Cj^ie Matt§^-|tig|^t Stxbm ; 0r, Safrtlr torn 

" I am found of them that sought Me not." — ^Isa. Ixv. 1. 

" Work, till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth to shine no more ; 
Work, while the night is darkening 
When man's work is o'er/' 

If, for the ingathering of precious souls, it is ab- 
solutely necessary to " cast the net on the right 
side of the ship," it is also equally necessary, in 
order to succeed in this glorious work, by some 
means to " bring it to land." There can be no 
question as to the utility of *' after meetings," 
"prayer and inquiry meetings." By this means 
there is a personal application of the truth 
brought home to the heart ; and well would it be 
if this plan was more largely adopted. 

It was a Sunday evening at the close of the 
year ; the place was crowded to excess with atten- 
tive hearers, and the power and presence of 
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the Lord was felt that evening by many, and 
richly enjoyed. Among those who stayed be- 
hind after that service to converse with me on 
spiritual matters, was a stalwart man about 
thirty years of age. As a regular attendant I 
had often seen him deeply impressed under the 
Word, and as often seen tears brushed away 
from his fine, manly face. And now he volun- 
tarily stayed behind to inquire the way to Christ. 
I pointed this mourner to Jesus ; but still he felt 
unable to say, " Jesus is mine.*' He left that 
meeting, and on going home he was constrained 
to fall upon his knees, and to cry aloud for mercy. 
His niece, who was staying on a visit, tried in a 
humorous way to raise him from what she 
thought his melancholy. 

The next night we held a " Watch-Night Ser- 
vice," prior to which, after giving a short ad- 
dress, I invited all those who were anxious about 
their souls to meet me. This anxious one again 
found his way, in company with his visitor, to 
the house of prayer. She was attracted to the 
" Watch-Night Service " out of mere curiosity, 
with no real desire to get spiritual good. The 
Word of God spoken, however, fastened hold. 
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upon her heart, and she accompanied her uncle 
into the inquiry-room, and while a brother min- 
ister was pointing the anxious one to the Cross, 
this young woman, who had only a short time 
previously entered the preaching service so de- 
fiantly, with such an air of ridicule, was now so 
melted down under the Spirit's influence, that 
she got up from her knees, and, bathed in tears, 
running to me, clasped my hands, and begged 
me to pray for her. Never shall I forget that 
blessed season when both these weeping ones 
were crying for mercy. My soul is filled with 
joy as I look back upon that hour, as both 
together were enabled to realise the joy of 
complete pardon, the blessing of a present and 
complete salvation in Christ. Oh ! how rejoic- 
ingly we sang together in that little company, and 
how angels that rejoice over repentant ones 
must have clapped their wings with ecstatic bliss 
as we told out our joy in the well-known lines — 

** My God is reconciled, 

His pardoning voice I hear, 

He owns me for His child, 

I can no longer fear. 
With confidence 111 now draw nigh, 
And Father, Abba Father, cry." 
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Yeaxs have rolled away, with its many changes, 
but the joy of that happy hour is as fresh as 
when first felt. That young woman had intended 
to visit her friends that Christmas, probably for 
the last time, and then "take the veil" as a nun. 
Everything had been arranged for this : her 
parents were agreeable to it ; nothing, humanly 
speaking, would have prevented it had not the 
grace of God effected this change. It was the 
Lord's time, the " Lord's doing, and it is still 
marvellous in our eyes." While I write, I cast 
my eyes upon the rosary and the beads she 
wore, which she gave to me and bid me keep, in 
remembrance of her merciful deliverance, and 
as an encouragement in the work of winning 
souls to Christ. 

She is now married ; the mother of a family; 
her husband a believer in the Lord Jesus ; and 
her parents, through her, have been brought to 
the Lord. And thus she has been instrumental, 
with her uncle, in leading many others to the 
source — 

" Of their created heaven." 



cfe« mum mil 

^* »ThoTi that makest souls to sliine 
With light from lighter worlds above, 
And droppest glistening dew divine 
On all who seek a Saviour's love : 

Do Thou Thy benediction give 
On all who teach and all who learn, 

That all Thy Church may holier live, 
And every lamp more brightly burn.'* 

I HAVE a very lively remembrance of my first 
call upon Old GufiBn. In an old-fashioned farm- 
house, some two miles from St. F , lived 

this village notoriety. Old GufiBn was well- 
known by everybody for miles round as one of 
the greatest wits, and his logic on religious 
matters was generally considered as unanswer- 
able. He could sing a merry song, dance a 
village jig, crack jokes ad libitum, act the part 
of a mountebank, and give stump speeches on 
any subject ; so that between taping an old shoe 
occasionally, attending fairs as a village clown, 
and keeping the old " Fairstead," where he now 
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lived, and of which he could tell some strange 
and weird tales, the old man picked up a living, 
and managed to pass away his days up to the 
age of seventy, when I was induced to give him 
a call. 

The old house where Guffin lived in the palmy 

days of St. F was a place of considerable 

importance. The area that enclosed the house 
was used as the cattle-pound, and here at the 
annual ;fair strange doings were enacted. It 
was here Old Guflfin, dressed up for the occa- 
sion in grotesque form, would roast whole the 
monster pig of twenty stone weight ; and here, 
in the large kitchen, the old man would 
point out to his visitors the large roast and 
spits used on such occasions ; and his eye would 
twinkle with merry wit as he told of the " good 
old times/' when the farmers were so joUy that 
they laid on the settles around the kitchen for 
two or three days to sleep off the effects of these 
orgies. 

At my first call, on entering the old farm- 
stead I heard someone merrily whistling out a 
jaunty air, and heard distinctly the scuffle as 
of someone keeping pace with the tune. On 
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quietly entering the apartment there stood 
before me one of the funniest specimens of 
humanity I had ever seen. A little thin old 
man, with short legs, and a disproportionately 
large head ; stiff leather apron snugly tied round 
his neck, with hammer in one hand, and shoe- 
sole in the other, whieh he had evidently been 
vigorously beating, he had thought well to 
finish the performance by a merry jig to the 
tune that I had just heard. Somewhat abashed 
as he caught sight of me, he made a grotesque 
bow, with — 

" Good morning, sir ; I suppose you are the 

new minister that has lately come to H ? 

I am glad to see you." 

An old-fashioned arm-chair was quickly dusted, 
and placed in the large old fireplace beside 
the bright dog- irons, on which lay burning a 
cheery fire of wood. The disproportions of the 
old man at once struck the eye, and his diminu- 
tive stature, compared with the large, dreary- 
looking room, at once invited my attention more 
carefully to examine mine host. The old man 
had a merry twinkle in his eye, a large, 
capacious forehead, with well-rounded temples. 
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•whilst around his head hung a few locks of 
snowy-white curly hair, his florid countenance 
telling its own tale, that Old GufiBn was no 
recluse, though hving in this dreary farm- 
stead. 

Finding him communicative, I soon succeeded 
in introducing a religious topic, and found that 
while he readily gave his assent to the funda- 
mental truths of religion, he was a thorough 
stranger to the saving knowledge and enjoyment 
of it. He admitted the Bible was "true," 
but thought the discoveries of modern science 
claimed ''as much regard as the Sacred 
Volume." 

He was shown that while truth in nature and 
truth in revelation are one, the product of the 
same creative God, yet the knowledge of one 
could only affect us for time, while the know- 
ledge of the other would affect us through the 
ages of eternity. The doctrine of human de- 
pravity, he declared, formed no part of his 
creed; he had no doubt but that man was 
wicked, but that as he was bom so he was not 
to blame ; that God " was so good He had pro- 
vided for this in giving His Son to die as a 
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sacrifice for sin;" and therefore he thought 
" man would be pretty right at last." 

It was the work of continuous visits to combat 
these notions, and most carefully would the man 
criticise the passages of Scripture advanced in 
support of what he would call tlie "orthodox 
faith." One point was gained, however, from 
the first visit — he always allowed prayer to be 
offered, and would very reverentially join in the 
act. 

Twelve months' visits to Old Guffin was not 
without its effects. The Holy Spirit was gra- 
ciously pleased to carry convicting and convert- 
ing grace to his heart. On one occasion the 
parable of the prodigal son formed the subject 
of a close and careful consideration, and it 
pleased the Lord to carry home the glorious 
truths in that beautiful parable with saving 
power to his heart. His mind gradually ex- 
panded to receive the truth in the love of it; 
his favourite theme being, " God's way of saving 
sinners." Many a time the tears trickled down 
his aged cheeks as he exclaimed, " Ah ! that is 
the key-stone of the whole building — Christ for 
mnneiB, Christ for me ! " 
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Subsequent visits proved the sincerity of his 
faith, and implicit trust in the " sinner's only 
Friend." 

The conversion of Old Guffin became the 
wonder of many, and earnest prayer-meetings 
were often held in the old "Fairstead," where 
once the Village Wit would regale his neighbours 
with his native fun and droUery. 

Old Guffin, however, had but a short testi- 
mony to bear for Christ, for very soon the 
Master called him to the nobler service of the 
skies. 

Suddenly attacked with fatal disease, I was 
called to visit the aged dying saint. On enter- 
ing the chamber of death, he extended his thin 
hand, and, firmly grasping mine, a calm smile 
lighting up his happy face, he expressed his joy 
at seeing me. I inquired, " Do you feel Christ 
precious to you now ; are you happy ? " 

With much emotion, he replied, " Happy ! 
happy ! quite happy ! My soul hangs only on 
Jesus ! I am only waiting for Him ! " 

" Then you feel you will soon be in heaven ? " 

"Very soon, I trust, if it is His will. I am 
just now only waiting." 
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As he neared the portals of the better land, 
his peace and joy and trust increased so won- 
derfully that many flocked to the old ** Fairstead " 
to hear the dying testimony of Old Guffin, his 
constant cry being, "Lord, now lettest Thou 
Thy servant depart in peace, for mine eyes have 
seen Thy salvation." 

The last day of his life he seemed to live 
almost in the atmosphere of heaven ; and a few 
minutes before he died he tried to sing his 
favourite hymn : — 

" Come, heavenly Spirit, blow 

A prosperous gale of grace, 
Waft me from all below 

To heaven, my destined place. 
Then in full sail the port I'll find, 
And leave the world and sin behind." 

The last line had scarcely] fallen from his 
quivering lips when it was evident to all who 
stood around his dying bed that the time of his 
departure had arrived. Happy and peaceful in 
death, like a summer billow as it dies upon 
the shore, he waved his hand in triumphant 
victory, a heavenly smile irradiating his dying 
^^antenance, and his happy ransomed spirit 
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took its flight to join the blood-bought throng 
of the redeemed before the throne. 

*' Higher, still higher, rise thy flight, 

Thou weary, storm-tossed soul ! 
Higher, where heaven shines pore and bright, 
Above earth's base control. 

Oh, weary not ! soar on, soar on, 
£ven through night's darkest hours ; 

Soon thou shalt hail an endless mom 
In Eden's blissful bowers." 



" Oh, teach Thy ransomed ones to know 
Thy love, who died to set them free ; 
And bid their torpid spirits glow 
With love that centres all in Thee.'' 

At the request of one of my flock whom I had 
been visiting, I called to see a female connected 
with the Eoman Catholic communion, who had 
expressed her approval of much that I had said 
at an open-air service lately held near her house ; 
and hearing, too, that she was unwell, I ventured 
to call. 

On entering her cottage, I found that she had 
just been " doing " her prayers by her "beads." 
Her "Bona Mors" was still lying on the table. 
In vain did my eye glance round the room for 
the Bible, or even a leaf of the sacred Book of 
God. At first there was a somewhat cold reserve 
in her manner, but a few kindly words soon 
melted away a little of the ice, and beneath I 
lonnd a genial, warm heart, only blighted by the 
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withering curse of Popery, and intimidated by 
the threatenings of priestcraft. I felt that I 
needed much wisdom, lest a single word harshly 
spoken should stop the avenue to further useful- 
ness. After I had secured a kindly hearing by 
asking after her health and other general 
matters, I inquired, in a friendly manner — 

'* My dear friend, can you oblige me with a 
Bible?" 

She replied : " Sir, I have not such a thing in 
my house." 

" You can read ? " 

*'Yes." 

'' Then why not have a Bible ? " 

"Well, I hardly know; I am not much of a 
scholar, and I have to spell many of the words 
in the books I have, and I feel sure I should get 
on worse with the Bible." 

" I do not think so, my friend. I see you can 
spell the prayers in ' Bona Mors : ' I think 
you would be able, just as well, to spell a few 
words out of the Scriptures, and that would teach 
you a far shorter way how to die happy than 
going through the ' Bona Mors.' Now, you will 
not be offended if I ask you a question ? " 

D a 
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" Certainly not/' 

" Do you think if I were to give you a Bible 
your priest would allow you to have it ? " 

" No, honestly, I don't think he would, at 
least, I should be afraid to try. Some ladies 
once left me some little tracts to read, and the 
priest happened to come in and saw them on the 
table, and he was in a great passion about it ; it 
made me quite ill to see how he put himself out 
of temper." 

" But if you do not like to have a Protestant 
Bible, I should think that your priest ought to 
see that you have one of your own Bibles — a 
Douay Bible. Do you think he would mind you 
having that ? " 

" I don't think he would hke it." 

" Now, my dear friend, Jesus Christ tells you 
in the fifth chapter of John to ' search the 
Scriptures.' Now you cannot do that if your 
priest will not allow you a Bible. Which ought 
you to obey, Jesus Christ or the priest ? " 

Evidently ashamed, she did not reply, but, 
turning the conversation, said — 

*' Now, sir, some people of your faith I have 
beaxd talk against the Virgin Mary, and call 
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her bad names. Only think of that, sir, our 
* Blessed Lady,' who we ask to intercede with 
Jesus to hear us when we pray ! " 

" Very wrong to call her bad names. She was 
a dear, blessed woman ; I love her as well as you 
do ; but of course you know she acknowledges 
herself to be a sinner." 

After reading to her Luke i. 47, and inviting 
her to read it in the Douay version, evidently 
surprised, she exclaimed — 

" Well, that is indeed new ! I have never heard 
it before, and to think that should be in our 
Bible as well as yours, and I, a Catholic, not to 
know it ! '' 

Trying again to turn the conversation, she 
said: "Well, sir, I am, as I tell you, a true 
Catholic. I wish to die one." Making several 
gesticulations, proving unmistakably the sin- 
cerity of her words, she proceeded — 

"My uncle was a Catholic priest, my parents 
are Catholics, my husband is a true Catholic ; " 
and, with emotion, she added, " Therefore I 
do not wish to turn from the faith of my 
fathers." 

I replied : " My dear friend, my object in 



54 GEMS FOR THE KING's CROWN. 

coming to see you is -far more important than 
merely asking you to turn from one religion to 
another; I beg of you to turn from sin and 
* dumb idols ' to serve the living and true God. 
Believe me, my dear friend, we can never get to 
heaven merely by saying and * doing ' our 
prayers — such a mechanical religion can never 
change the heart. And Christ says, ' Except a 
man be bom again, he cannot see the kingdom 
of God.' Thus, you see, the kingdom of God is 
not in meats and drinks, fastings and divers 
ordinances imposed on us by man, but true 
religion consists in a new and changed heart." 

*'But, sir, see how beautifully the priest says 
the prayers in Latin ; you would not have me 
believe that all that is no manner of use? " 

"But would it not be better if the priest 
prayed in English, that you might follow him in 
heart and words ? " 

She replied — 

" Oh, that does not matter ; I can follow him 
with my beads. I admit it would be better for 
the strangers who come among us, as they can- 
not be expected to do it so well as we can." 

Several other points of her creed were 
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advanced and patiently listened too. At length 
the simple Gospel plan of salvation was fully 
brought before her mind in all its suitableness to 
her soul's deepest wants. Words fail to describe 
the changing expressions of her countenance 
as she allowed me to offer prayer for the light 
and teaching of the Holy Ghost to convey to 
her settled peace, by believing alone in the com- 
plete work of Christ. As I left her I said — 

" Now, my friend, when I am gone, sit down 
quietly for a few minutes and think over our con. 
versation thus : — 

" I am told to-day that Jesus Christ says I 
ought to search the Scriptures : my priest says 
* No.' Now, which is right ? 

" That although my priest tells me to pray to 
the Virgin Mary, to get her to intercede with 
Jesus, yet the Virgin admits that she is a sinner, 
and needs, like others, a Saviour. 

*^And as prayer, to be anything, must come 
from the heart, would it not be better to pray 
like the publican, of whom I have heard to-day, 
instead of ' doing ' my prayers as I have done ? 

" When I am gone, will you pray earnestly, for 
once, without your ' Bona Mors,' that God's rich 
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blessing may rest upon our conversation this 
morning?" 

Heartily clasping my hand, as the tears 
started to her eyes, she replied — 

" I will, sir, that I will ; I never heard truth 
like this before; if what you say is true, my 
religion, sir, must be wrong. I hope you will 
call again, and that when you call my husband 
may be at home. But there is one favour I 
should like you to do me : I have told you that 
my parents are Eoman Catholics ; of course, I 
cannot say how they might receive you, but my 
old father is very ill, and I should like him to 
hear a little of what you have told me this morn- 
ing." 

Thus advised, I lost no time in paying a visit 
to the aged parents of this woman ; but oh, how 
humiliating and degrading to the hearts, con- 
sciences, and lives of men is priestism ! How 
marvellous is it that a human being, a dying, 
sinful mortal, should be able to wield such an 
influence, and exercise such an absolute power, 
as not only to crush out the right of private 
judgment, the exercise of even common sense. 
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but also to wither up the kindly, loving, living 
emotions of the soul, as the sequel will show. 

Calling at the cottage, I found the old man 
seated by the fire, evidently somewhat displeased 
at what, perhaps, he deemed an intrusion. 
Informing him, in few words, of his daughter's 
desire that I should call to see him, his excite- 
ment somewhat abated, but still he appeared 
agitated and distressed, the cause of which was 
speedily told. He feared lest his neighbours 
should overhear the conversation and report it 
to the priest ; and he assured me that once he 
had been sent for by the priest, and " scolded 
sharply" for allowing "a heretic to enter his 
house ; " that while, for his part, he was glad to 
see and to hear me pray, he did not wish to 
come again under the ban of the priest. 

I have no doubt but that they were very 
devout in tl^eir way, for, while on the table lay 
a number of accredited Catholic books, such 
as the "Garden of the Soul," &c. a large 
crucifix was placed on the table, before which 
they had evidently been " doing " their morning 
devotions. 

It is wonderful how far the power of 
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sympathy will go to unlock the closed avenue of 
the human heart. Admiring the jBineness of 
the carving of his criibifix, he replied — 

"Well, sir, I made that crucifix; every part 
was cut out with my own fingers. The tree from 
which the wood was taken was planted by my 
grandfather : I thought I should like to have a 
remembrance of him, and a constant remem- 
brance also of our blessed Lord. Of course, sir, 

the crucifix was of no use until Father S 

consecrated it, but he told me, when he did so, 
it was the nicest crucifix he ever had in his 
hands ; and I assure you, sir, I do find great 
comfort in it, when I bow down and think of 
Him who died on it that we might live." 

By this time the wife entered from an ante- 
room, bearing in her hands the head of a 
plaster image which that morning she had 
accidentally broken. She had evidently been try- 
ing to join together the broken fragments, but, 
having failed, looked dismayed and somewhat 
vexed. After the husband had told his wife that 
I had called at the request of their daughter, 
the woman replied — 

* * Well, BIT, it is, I am sure, very kind. You 
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know that we are Ca.tholics, and, as you are 
a Protestant, we can!t expect to think alike. 
I am pleased to see you, sir, but I am 
afraid the priest will hear of it. We have 
neighbours who are Catholics, and will, I fear, 
tell him. And you must know that our priest 

now is not near so kind as good Father S , 

God bless him ! Should he know you had called 
it may do us a deal of harm, for, you see, we are 
both old and infirm, and are glad of all we can 
get. And, to add to our dijfficulties,. I have met 
with this misfortune," holding out in her hands 
the broken pieces of the plaster image. 

"Well, my friend, surely you do not 
mean to distress yourself about that bit of 
plaster ? " 

"Oh, sir," said the woman, trembling with 
emotion, "I see you don't understand our re- 
ligion, or you would not speak thus. It was 

Father S , bless his name ! who consecrated 

it for me, when he consecrated my husband's 
crucifix, seventeen years ago, and made us 
true Catholics. He told me then to take care of 
it, for his sake, and that when I died I was to be 
sure to give orders that it be put under the 
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pillow in my coffin, else I should never be 
happy." Bursting into . a flood of tears, she 
exclaimed : " Oh, sir, I am a poor woman, and 
would rather have given all I have than to have 

met with this misfortune. Father will be 

here soon, we expect him to-day, and then I 
must ask him if he will give me another. Die 
happy I never shall without it under my head." 

" Surely, my friend, do nothing of the kind ; 
let me beg of you to throw the old image 
away, and make up your mind to pray to the 
Lord Jesus Christ for mercy; remember. He alone 
can save. See now, you are compelled to help 
the poor Virgin, and to mend her head. How 
can she help you? Kneel down and let us 
pray to Him who alone can forgive sins." 

They knelt by my side as I prayed for the 
Holy Spirit's convincing and converting power. 
During prayer the husband trembled and 
appeared greatly excited, and on rising, brushing 
the tears from his furrowed face, exclaimed — 

"Ah, sir, I fear me it is too late — too late 
to alter now: seventeen years I have been a 
Catholic. Oh, if I have been wrong all these 
manj years !" 
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I repeated several portions of Scripture : " In 
Me is thy help found." " Let the wicked forsake 
his way, and the unrighteous man his thoughts 
(his thoughts are wrong), and let him return 
unto the Lord, and He will have mercy upon 
him ; and to our God, for He will abundantly 
pardon.'* 

I had abundant opportunities of speaking to 
him after that ; his mind became gradually sus- 
ceptible of receiving the truth as it is in Jesus. 
Grasping by the hand of a living faith at Christ 
as the sinner's friend, he was at length con- 
strained by a sense of love to cast away the 
dark shadows of a superstitious religion; but 
the sun that softens the wax hardens also the 
clay, for while the one emerged into light, peace, 
and liberty, the wife only clung more tena- 
ciously to the idolatry of the apostate church. 

The daughter was enabled, by grace, to "re- 
nounce the hidden things of dishonesty," and, 
with her father, was fully brought into the light 
and liberty of the Gospel ; while the husband 
continued not only a more bigoted Papist, but 
even became a fierce persecutor to his wife, and 
an open enemy to the truth. 
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In this case it is plainly seen that, while the 
ofifers of a free, full, and complete salvation 
are to be made indiscriminately to all, the 
Gospel preached to every creature, yet it is the 
Holy Spirit alone that brings it home to the 
sinner's heart ; and that it is by mere " grace " 
we are " saved, through faith ; and that not of 
ourselves : it is the gift of God ; not of works, 
lest any man should boast." 



^a^n i^t §oatinan ; ax, t^« Ci»0 Sii»«s of 

" If the fruit of thy life be the life of one soul, 
While eternity's unnumbered ages shall roll, 
Thou hast done more for God, and done more for thy race, 
Than the thousands who lounge in^the world's market- 
place ; 
Thou hast honoured thy Lord, and hast treasures lain by, 
To comfort thee now and enrich thee on high ; 
Thou art blest among men as a child of the Lord, 
And heaven shall be thy exceeding reward." 

There was in my congregation at one time a 
man and woman as regular and attentive 
hearers, who caused me often to wonder and 
to feel deep anxiety respecting their spiritual 
welfare. The man had a fine intelligent coun- 
tenance, with lines of deep thought and de- 
«ision of character legibly written therein. He 
was smart in his appearance, and a very good 
contributor to the support of God's cause. The 
wife was a fine, portly, commanding-looking 
woman, with an air of queenly importance in 
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her manner and bearing. However closely I 
watched, I could by no means gain an entrance 
to these people. 

I had not, however, been many months in my 
new sphere of labour before this personage, in 
connection with the post-mistress of the town, 
called to inform me that the friends were 
anxious to show their appreciation of my public 
services by making me a small presentation of 
new pulpit cushions, &c. This unexpected kind- 
ness brought me at once into close contact with 
the subject of our brief history. 

In the Midland districts not the least inter- 
esting sight varying the undulating landscape 
is the pretty canals, winding their circuitous 
way hither and thither to the colliery districts 
and the principal centres of industry. On these 
canals are constantly seen numbers of boats, 
carrying their various freights of coals and 
other merchandise to and fro. These gaily- 
painted boats give a charming and enlivening 
appearance to the scenery, and furnish employ 
for many hands. Many of these vessels belong 
to large companies, and are manned by the pro- 
j)rietors; others are the property of private 
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persons, who can, perhaps, act as captains to 
their own vessels. 

My friend was a kind of foreman over a 

length of the d Canal Company ; he had 

risen to this position from the rank of a com- 
mon sailor, yet, while indefatigable in his em- 
ploy, he encouraged habits of intemperance, 
which, but for his wife's sagacity in planning, 
would doubtless have cost him his ruin. Mar- 
vellously strong in body, and possessed of good 
common sense, he was able to stand against 
these frequent outbreaks ^better than some ; but 
while bodily he did not appear to suffer, it was 
little of his good wages his wife could obtain ; 
yet, by her industry and thrift, John was 
able not only to keep up a very respectable 
appearance, but also possessed a well-furnished 
house and home. 

It was after this man and his wife had been a 
regular attendant at my place some few months 
that a brother minister, ten miles distant, in- 
vited me to take part in a series of " special 
services " which he was holding. Several of my 
people accompanied^me thither, and, to my great 
surprise, just before commencing the evening 
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service, John put in an appearance. After the 
service a special prayer-meeting was announced 
for those who felt disposed to stay ; scarcely any 
left. Much earnest prayer was offered, and a 
remarkable power seemed to pervade that meet- 
ing. I was advised by the minister to give out 
the closing hymn, commencing — 

*' With a sorrow for sin let repentance begin, 
Then conversion, indeed, will draw nigh ; 
But, till washed in the blood of a crucified Lord, 
We shall never be ready to die. 

And that we may succeed, let us haste with all speed 

To a Saviour who will not deny ; 
Let us tell Him in brief that of sinners we're chief. 

But we long to be ready to die." 

The first verse had scarcely been sung before 
God struck conviction home to the heart of this 
man. His eyes filled with tears; suddenly a 
deep emotion seized him ; stricken down with 
the arrow of the Almighty, he sobbed out in- 
voluntarily, " Oh ! what will become of me ? " 

So overcome was he at the moment that he 
appeared unable to stand, and, leaving my 
friend to give out the rest of that beautiful 
hymn, I hastened to John, and, supporting him, 
pointed him to the immediate power and willing- 
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ness of Christ to save sinners. Never will that 
scene he effaced from my memory : the tears of 
the penitent falling fast as drops of rain as he 
spoke out the burden of his sins with — " Pray 
for me ! " 

That night John H was enabled to be- 
lieve in a sin-pardoning God, and was made 
consciously happy in His forgiving love. 

In connection with my labours at that time 
I had a strong temperance organisation, which 
proved a valuable adjunct to my work. Many a 
wanderer in the path of ruin has by this means 
been reclaimed to the paths of sobriety, and to 
this society John H speedily affianced him- 
self, being one of its best and most consistent 
supporters, advocating its claims with a perti- 
nacity and force peculiar to his decided cha- 
racter, and, as a result, many of his former 
companions were not only induced to join 
our temperance society, but also to attend the 
house of God. 

At first, John decked his wife with a new tee- 
total dress, and every addition to his household 
stock was always denominated ''teetotal," as 
being purchased purely with his savings ovii. ^1 
heer. 
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Who can describe the joy of that altered 
home, now blest not only with plenty, but with 
the smile of a sin-pardoning God ! 

John H could tell his own tale with 

moving power upon the roughest audence, often 
drawing tears from eyes imused to weep. In 
the colliery districts in this way he was espe- 
cially useful, showing by his fine muscular 
frame the possibility of performing the hardest 
manual labours without the use of intoxicants. 
He knew the depths of sin and Satan, and there- 
fore could advise others. 

He now occupies a honourable position in life, 
possessed of several shares in a lucrative busi- 
ness — the savings entirely from strong drink. 
Blessed: with a cheerful wife and happy home, 

John H wields a power to-day among his 

former companions, whilst the Church of Christ 
has gained an earnest worker and a consistent 

member. John H , in telling his tale of 

" both sides of life," not only adorns the doc- 
trine of God his Saviour, but is a living proof 
that "Godliness is profitable unto all things, 
having not only the promise of the life that now 
is, hui also of that which is to come." 



'* King the bells of heaven ! There is joy to-day, 
For the wanderer now is reconciled ; 
Yes. a soul is rescued from Ms sinM way, 
And is born anew, a ransomed chUd." 

Some few years since might have been seen 
wandering in the pottery districts of Staf- 
fordshire a poor destitute forlorn-looking young 
man in search of employ. A prodigal in a 
far country, he had squandered away his last 
penny in drink, and being completely lost to 
his friends, was driven by sheer want almost 
to acts of desperation. Eemembering that he 
had a praying sister some ninety miles ofif, 
he determined, if possible, to find her out, 
and resolved to tramp the journey, conscious 
she would give him a temporary shelter, until 
perhaps he might secure some kind of em- 
ploy. It seemed to him a desperate resolve ; 
for years he had been entirely lost sight of^ and 
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the natural pride and independency of his cha- 
racter suggested that it would he more manly to 
lie down in the ditch and die, than to be be- 
holden to his friends, whom for so long he had 
entirely abandoned. At length, after much 

• 

thought, he commenced the long journey. 
Almost starved, with no shoes to his feet, one 
dark and stormy night, he appeared at his sister's 
door as one of the most pitiable objects it is pos- 
sible to conceive of. Not recognising the voice 
or the form amidst the darkness, the brother- 
in-law sternly ordered him away. Sheltering 
himself under a hay-stack until the morning 
dawned, he watched his brother-in-law to work, 
and then once more presented himself at his 
sister's door. She speedily recognised him as 
her long-lost brother, and, caring for his temporal 
necessities, removed his filthy rags and gave him 
a change of raiment. That evening she brought 
him with her to the cottage-meeting, held in the 
lower part of the town. Then and there the error 
of conviction seized his soul. It was my custom 
to invite my hearers at such meetings, if they 
had any requests to make, to do so either orally 
OT hj writing. Many opportunities were thus 
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afforded of speaking directly, or otherwise, to 
anxious and inquiring souls. As she left the 
meeting she introduced to me her brother, say- 
ing— 

" Sir, may I ask the favour of your prayers 
for my brother, that he maybe led to Christ ? I 
have never forgotten him a single day in prayer, 
and I believe God has a merciful design in lead- 
ing him to us just now." 

Promising to attend to her wish, I put his 
name among others for whom I devoted a certain 
hour in the day, asking his sister at that hour to 
join me in prayer for the desired blessing. She 
promised before her brother, who hung down his 
head, faithfully to do this, and we parted. 

Some days after I called to visit the sister, 
who was connected with my place, and in the 
course of my visit the wandering one came in. 
After a hearty greeting, I commenced at once to 
talk to him on the weighty matters of his soul, 
urging him, just as he was, to come to Christ, 
illustrating the way of his coming by the fact 
that just as he had returned to the home of his 
dear sister, so must he come to God, as his 
reconciled Father, through Christ. 
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" There," said the young man, the big tears 
coursing down his sunburnt face, "that was the 
first kind word ever spoken to me by a stranger, 
when you, sir, spoke to me at that meeting. 
Its tone reminded me of her whose heart was 
so often ready to burst with sorrow on account 
of my sins. No one but God knows what a 
wretched life I have led ; but even in the midst 
of all I never could shake away the impression 
wrought upon me by my dear mother's prayers ; 
sometimes she seemed to me like a guardian 
angel watching over me, even when committing 
sin, and I have left the scenes of revelry, and 
ran away in secret to weep ; and then, overcome 
again by drink, I have gone on worse than 
ever." 

Subsequent visits to the family afforded me 
many opportunities of not only conversing with 
him, but also of testing the sincerity of his deep 
repentance and simple faith in the Lord Jesus. 
On one occasion, some weeks after his first 
introduction to me, he said — 

" Oh, sir, it was a wonderful providence that 
led me to my dear sister's. The Lord had thoughts 
olmercj towards me, and that first time I heard 
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you preach was just the word for me ; it was 
spoken right home to my poor wicked heart ; it 
led me to see what a guilty wretch I had been ; 
and, better far, it has led me to my precious 
Saviour. He is now all my trust and all my 
comfort. That humble cottage-meeting, sir, was 
the starting-place for me. I look back upon the 
past ten weeks and think of the wondrous change. 
I hardly seem to be the same. Then, clothed in 
rags, forlorn, and without a hope, either for time 
or for eternity; now, I am lifted out of my de- 
gradation and misery, and have not only clothes 
to wear, but can rejoice in the glorious reality of 
a Saviour's righteousness as mine. I hope and 
trust, sir, that He will be pleased to carry on His 
own work imtil I am safely landed in glory." 

After some months of very satisfactory walk 
and Christian behaviour, he united himself in 
Church fellowship, and became useful in many 
ways, especially as a local preacher to some of 
my village stations, where he was much blessed 
in open-air work ; and not a few from his lips 
have heard experimentally preached the glorious 
Gospel of the ever-blessed God. Though years 
have rolled their rounds, he yet lives, the father: 
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of a Christian family, " adorning the doctrine of 
Christ in all things," and a most useful, con- 
sistent member of the Christian Church. We 
can indeed to-day rejoice that God's Word in 
his case *' has prospered in the thing whereto it 
was sent." He is a living proof of the power of 
believing, earnest prayer. We magnify the grace 
of God in him, and seek to give our loving God 
all the praise. 



C§^ Stong Peart pdleb; 0r, Mxvdfg 

§lestraxmb. 

" Happy, if with my latest breath, 
I may bat gasp His name ; 
Preach Him to all, and cry in death, 
Behold, behold the Lamb ! *' 

In connection with a season of revival which the 
Lord had given, I determined to take a preach- 
ing tour during the summer months through 
some of the neglected villages lying aroimd the 
centre of my labours. To one such village 
within easy reach, early one delightful June 
Sabbath morning, accompanied by several 
friends, I wended my way. The friends who 
accompanied me tried in every possible way to 
dissuade me from going to this place, assuring 
me that the people were such fearfully lawless 
characters that we should only meet with oppo- 
sition, if not with ill-treatment. 

Scarce had the service commenced, when my 
attention was directed to a woman cro^^Axv^ 
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hastily a garden plot against which I stood. 
Her unkempt hair and untidy appearance indi- 
cated that the Sabbath to her was no delight. I 
noticed that she crouched down at the back of the 
hedge against which I stood, as if determined to 
give me a patient hearing. The Word spoken 
that morning arrested a few stragglers and street 
corner idlers, but God was pleased to make it a 
direct blessing to this woman's soul. The ser- 
vice over, with the announcement that it would 
be repeated next Lord's-day, we wended our 
steps home, thanking God for the quiet hearing 
given to us. The woman recrossed the garden plot 
to pursue her domestic concerns, with the words 
still ringing fresh in her ears : " Escape for thy 
life ; look not behind thee, neither stay thee in 
all the plain ; escape to the mountains, lest thou 
be consumed." But this word, fastened as a nail 
in a sure place by the Master of assemblies, was 
not to be removed ; the fact was communicated 
to the godless, swearing husband on his return 
home — that there had been a preaching service 
on the "Green;" that she had heard the sermon; 
and would like him to go next Sunday to *' heal: 
lor himself." The rage of the man scarce knew 
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any bounds ; he swore, he threatened, that if she 
ventured to go again he would not only make her 
remember it, but the "parson should know it as 
well." That week the poor woman had no rest, 
but night and day the words "Escape for thy 
life" seemed to be constantly ringing in her 
ears. 

The husband, a fine strong-built man, was 
notorious for miles round for his quarrelsome 
disposition, and was generally called in to settle 
any riots at village wakes by pugilism. One of 
the best customers the village publican possessed, 
it was no difficult thing to induce him to make 
the threat to oppose the parson, if ever he put in 
a second appearance. 

The next Sabbath the same spot was chosen ; 
the same woman was seen crossing the garden 
plot to take up her position under the hedge side. 
Scarcely had the first hymn been sung, when a 
strong, stern, dirty-looking man, with boots un- 
laced, and an evident scowl of murmuring dis- 
satisfaction upon his coarse, bloated face, drew 
up his barrow of potatoes, which that morning 
he had been digging, about thirty yards oflf the 
preacher. It was evident he contemplated mla- 
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chief, for, as he afterwards declared, he was then 
only making up in his mind as to the best way 
of "upsetting the meeting." Once and again 
some low murmurs were, heard, and several mys- 
terious glances were cast towards him ; but the 
service proceeded quietly, and the man kept his 
seat in the barrow until it concluded. 

Those engaged in the Lord's work will do well 
always firmly to believe in the power of a present 
salvation ; we should expect immediate results. 
One of our friends, whose eye had been fixed 
upon the man during the service, made it a 
matter of earnest prayer that God would send 
the Word with converting power home to his 
heart. 

That night, as the family retired to rest, that 
" strong man armed, who had tried to keep his 
goods in peace," sat, contrary to his custom, 
musing within doors; generally his Sabbath 
evenings were spent at the public, but now, to his 
wife's surprise, he had began speaking about the 
sermon he had heard that morning in the open 
air. The Word had arrested his attention ; it 
seemed to have an individual bearing upon him : 
"Let the wicked forsake his way, and the un- 
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righteous man his thoughts ; and let him return 
unto the Lord, and He will have mercy upon 
him : and to our God, for He will abundantly 
pardon." Yes, he was '* that man; " certainly 
someone had informed the speaker, or he could 
not have talked as he did about him. 

That night was long to be remembered. His 
wife, as he thought, had dropped off to sleep, as 
restless he lay tossed upon his bed with anguish 
of soul. The words, as if spoken by some angel 
tongue, kept flashing through his mind : " Let 
the wicked forsake his way " . . . " Let him turn 
unto the Lord " . . . " Mercy" . . . "Abun- 
dant pardon." Placing his hand softly across 
his wife's face, and feeling her eyelids, if possible 
to ascertain if she were asleep, he got noiselessly 
out of bed, and pacing the room in a state of 
agony, he at length fell on his knees by the side 
of the bed, and tried to pour out the burden of 
his soul. 

That was a week of conflict indeed, not soon to 
be forgotten. In the midst of his work, ploughing 
the field, he was " compelled," as he afterwards 
stated, " to run into the ditch to cry for mercy." 

The next Lord's-day the annual " wake " 
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was to be held in the next village, and his 
custom was to spend that Sabbath always in 
revelry and sin. 

" Wife," said he, " I am going over to . 

You can come too, if you like.'* 

Knowing what such nights had been in the 
past, she at once decided to accompany him, if 
|)ossible to be a check upon him. As he entered 
the village he said, somewhat playfully, to his 
wife — 

*' Well, I am going to chapel. You can come 
too, for I am sure we both need God's mercy." 

That night, from the words, "Behold the Lamb 
of God, which taketh away the sin of the world," 
they were shown the power of the cleansing 
blood to take away sin, the freeness of God's 
pardoning mercy, and the unspeakable happi- 
ness of obtaining at once a personal interest in 
Christ's finished work. The crowded building 
was fast emptying, when several stayed behind 
to the prayer and inquiry meeting, and this man 
among others. Finding him in deep distress of 
mind, he was taken by the hand and pointed to 
the Friend of sinners. 

In a few stammering words, but with a pathos 
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and earnestness indescribably solemn, he cried 
aloud for mercy. His wife, who had been 
waiting at the gate for her husband, heard his 
voice, and, hastening into the meeting, placed 
herself by his side, and both on their bended 
knees that night found 

" How freely Jesus can forgive." 

It was, indeed, a passing-by of mercy to them 
both, and from that time he evinced the humility 
and teachableness of a little child. His anxiety 
to point others to Christ became marked by his 
going among his former companions in sin, to 
whom at one time he was almost a dread, and 
begging them at once to " come to Jesus." As 
the autumn advanced and the weather became 
unsuitable for open-air services, he invited me 
to come to his village and tell other poor sinners 
of Him who had become all his joy and hope. 
The only place sufficiently large that he could 
secure for this purpose was the covered skittle- 
ground, where he had spent his earlier life in the 
service of Satan. Here from time to time 
hundreds were collected together from the 
villages around, through his instrumentality, to 

hear the Word of Life. As a tract distributor 

p 
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and visitor of the sick he became exceedingly 
useful. 

But one trouble now pressed heavily upon 
him. He had painfully foimd that the " sins 
of the father" are often '^ visited upon the 
children." Alas ! his eldest daughter had fallen 
from the path of honour to a life of shame. 
What could be done to rescue her ? — ^was now 
his burden. 

We succeeded at length in gaining her admis- 
sion to a London Home, and, after a while, to a 
respectable family. But, alas ! the reformation 
was but short, for very soon again she made 
choice of the wages of sin, to the intense grief of 
her almost heart-broken parents. There is an 
independency and sovereignty about every con- 
version, showing indeed that it is by mere 
*' grace that we are saved through faith, and 
that not of ourselves ; it is the gift of God, not 
of works, lest any man should boast." For, 
despite all the efforts put forth to save this 
erring one, she seemed more than ever disposed 
to lead a life of sin. Oh, the bitter regrets 
of this distressed father, whose constant prayer 
was for his poor wandering child's conversion ! 
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One little incident among others may show the 
general evenness and outspoken character of his 
Christian deportment. Not many weeks after 
his conversion, at the village wake someone 
was required to settle a publichouse brawl. This 
man's ability to do this was well known, and a 
messenger was sent off requesting him to come 
at once. Aroused from his slumber — for the 
family had all retired to rest — he looked out of 
the window ; and when he had listened to the 
request, he replied — 

" My man, you are labouring under a great 
mistake; surely you have come to the wrong 
house." 

" Do you mean to say W does not live 

here ? " 

" Not the W you want. He is now another 

man, and works for another Master.'* 

The astonished man, once a companion in sin, 

was invited in, and W at once pointed him 

to Christ. This man, through his instrumen- 
tality, was led to the house of prayer, and, with 
others, at length joined the Church of Christ. 
Thus in this village a band of saved ones, 

formerly the pest of the place, li^a^^ \i'^^s«^ 

F 2^ 
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gathered into the fold of Christ, a honour to the 
Church to which they belong. And I look forward 
to meet them at last with the triumphant cry, 
"Here am I. and the children Thou hast given 
me." 



'* Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright : for the 
end of that man is peace." — Ps. zxxvii. 37. 

^ Tread softly — bow the head — 
In reverent silence bow ; 
No passing bell doth tol). 
Yet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

****** 

Oh, change 1 oh, wondrous change I 
Burst are the prison bars ; 
This moment there, so low, 
So agonised, and now 
Beyond the stars ! 

Oh, change 1 stupendous change ! 
There lies the soulless clod; 
The sun eternal breaks. 
The new immortal wakes — 
Wakes with his God." 

I HAD been visiting among my people for five 
consecutive hours, and, being seven miles from 
home, felt somewhat anxious to return before 
night, as the road home was dull in the extreme 
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A sudden impulse, however, seized me to cross 
the wide heath that stretched out before me, and 
visit an aged farmer with whom I was upon 
terms of intimate Christian fellowship. Although 
not connected with my Church, I felt that as he 
was living in such an out-of-the-way place he 
formed a part of my pastoral care. Connected 
with the Wesleyans, he was somewhat demon- 
strative in his religion ; and being naturally of 
a joyous disposition, he was always a subject 
of cheerful conversation. To visit him would 
involve a journey, backwards and forwards, of 
at least four miles, and the sun was fast sinking 
in the western sky. The consciousness of an 
agreeable conversation as a quickener to my 
own soul came to me— I knew not why — with 
a kind of involuntary feeling, and I felt that I 
should be doing right in going. 

I could see in the distance through the dark 
fir plantation the lone farm-house, and knowing 
that I should be heartily welcomed by its 
inmates, I hastened thither. Inquiring for my 
friend on arriving at the house, his niece 
told me that he had been slightly unwell, and 
felt that he would indulge himself by lying a 
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little longer than usual in bed, but that he was 
getting up and would soon be down, and glad 
to see me. 

At length I heard his footstep coming 
downstairs, and, meeting him at the door, he 
expressed his delight at seeing me. At once 
beginning, as he was accustomed to do, on the 
subject of personal religion, with a look of 
holy joy lighting up his happy, aged face, and 
firmly grasping my hand, he said- 

" My dear Mr. , ' I know whom I have 

bslieved, and am persuaded that He is,able to 
keep that which I have committed unto Him 
against that day.' Christ to me becomes every 
day more precious ; He is all my joy, all my 
hope." 

Oflfering him my arm to lead him to his 
chair, he looked up, and, with a heavenly expres- 
sion of countenance, said — 

'* I cannot tell you how it is, sir, but I am 
more than usually happy to-day. I never felt 
so near God and heaven before. The preciousness 
of Christ to me I am unable to describe ; I seem 
to lay at the very gate of heaven. I have been 
longing to see you, and praying that you xci^^ 
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come to-day to share my joy. My feelings of 
thankfulness are well expressed in that fine 
hymn: 

** * How happy is the pilgrim's lot ! 

How free from every anxious thought, 

From worldly hope and fear ! 
Confined to neither court nor cell, 
His soul disdains on earth to dwell : 
He only sojourns here. 

His happiness in part is mine ; 
Already saved from low design, 

From every creature-love ; 
Blest with the scorn of finite good, 
My soul is lightened of its load, 

And seeks the things ahove. 

Nothing on earth I call my own : 
A stranger, to the world unknown, 

I all their goods despise : 
I trample on their whole delight, 
And seek a country out of sight, 

A country in the skies. 

There is my house and portion fair, 
My treasure and my heart are there, 
' And my ahiding home ; 
For me my elder hrethren stay, 
And angels heckon me away, 
And Jesus hids me come. 

I come — Thy servant. Lord, replies ; — 
I come, to meet Thee in the skies. 
And take my heavenly rest ! ' " 
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I 

As he stood with his arm linked in mine, re- 
peating this glorious hymn with much force and 
pathos, his strength seemed to fail him, and as 
I led him tremblingly to his chair, he looked up 
with a peculiar expression of joy, and said, 
smilingly, " Now, just finish it for me.** 

Seating him quietly in his chair, I took up the 
closing lines — 

" Now let the pilgrim's journey end ; 
Now, oh, my Savionr, Brother, Friend, 
Keceive me to Thy breast ! '' 

He bowed his hoary head, as in the act of 
adoring gratitude, a look of indescribable joy 
lighting up his happy face ; and as the last line 
of the hymn fell from my lips, his happy spirit 
took its flight — kissed away to the bosom of his 
God. 

Not a soul but myself was in that chamber of 
death, to witness the departure of that happy 
spirit. There lay the head of that aged pilgrim 
reclining on my breast ; the glorious rays of the 
parting orb of day casting its dying glories on 
that face so calm and peaceful even in death. 
Never did I realise heaven so near as at that 
moment. The glory from the bright and better 
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land seemed there ; happy visitants, though un- 
seen, not less real, seemed hovering near me. 
Oh, the honour conferred in supporting that 
dying form, as the happy spirit stepped into the 
chariot of love ! 

I had been nearly twenty minutes thus alone — 
oh, those moments I shall never forget — the head 
of the aged saint still lying on my breast, when 
the niece entered. The realisation of the fact 
and the results can be better described by another 
than by myself : 

** They looked ; 

Ke was dead ; 

His spirit had fled ; — 
Painless and svrift as his own desire. 

The soul undrest 

From his mortal vest, 
Had stepped in her car of heavenly fire, 

And proved how bright 

Were the realms of light, 
Bursting at once upon the sight.'* 



** Bow Thine ear, in mercy bow, 
Pardon and accept me now ! " 

I WAS once called to visit a man dangerously ill, 
a member of the Wesleyan society for many 
years, who was labouring under a dreadful state 
of gloomy despair. He had stood high in the 
society to which he belonged, had been exceed- 
ingly useful as a prayer-leader, a Sunday-school 
teacher, and member of the choir ; but, to use his 
own words at my first visit, he had for many years 
been " only deceiving himself and others " with 
a mere form of religion, ''destitute of the real 
power." At my first visit it was dreadful to be 
in the room with him : despair of the deepest 
character appeared to have laid hold upon him ; in 
fact, it became dangerous to leave him for a 
moment alone. He was perfectly rational on 
every subject, but racked with indescribable 
anguish about the state of his soul. In vain the 
promises and consolations of the Gospel ; they 
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only seemed to augment his suffering and to in- 
crease his misery. While trying to raise him 
from this to trust the promises suitable to his 
case, he stopped me, and said, with an emphasis 
truly horrible — 

" I am lost already, before I die ; even now 
the pangs of hell have got hold upon me. My 
day of grace is gone, and gone for ever. God is 
making a fearful example of me as a warning to 
others. He has given me up to a strong delusion. 
I have deceived everybody, but not God. I was 
once loved by God, but now it is all over with 
me ; it is now too late ! '* 

He appeared to have wearied himself by the 
exertion he had made to convey his feelings to 
me, and fell back exhausted on his pillow, sobbing 
like a child. 

Taking hold of his hand, I said: *'My dear 
friend, you have said too much to prove your 
point. You say you are * lost. ' Pray tell me, 
how is it you are out of hell ? You are yet this 
side eternity, and within reach of mercy. Christ 
died for sinners, for the very ' chief of sinners,' 
and while to-day you say the pains of hell have 
^ot hold upon you, you only describe the feelings 
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of another, who suffered these pains that you 
might live. You don't suppose that either David, 
who wrote the words, or Him by whom David 
spoke, are in hell. Thank God, He suffered those 
pains to save you from going there. You say, 
further, that you believe God has * given you up 
to a strong delusion/ that you * might believe a 
lie,' in order that you *might be damned.' Will 
you just now fix your mind upon one point, and 
answer me this question : Who are they that 
are given up to this delusion, and why are they 
thus given up ? You have just told me that you 
* would give worlds, if you possessed them, 
to enjoy a sense of His favour and mercy;' 
upon your own showing, you do not enjoy sin ; 
therefore the passage you have quoted will not 
apply to your case in any way. Now let us 
see.'* 

Taking hold of his Bible, in which he had 
carefully turned down all the condemnatory por- 
tions he could find, and of course not a single 
promise, he desired to be raised up in his bed. 
We raised him up, and opening the passage at 
2 Thes. ii. 11, 12, I carefully read the words : 
" That they all might be damned who believed 
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not the truth, but had pleasure in unrighteous- 
ness." '* Now/' said I, " put your finger firmly 
down upon the words, * That they all might 
be damned who believed not the truth.' Now, 
tell me, what is the truth ? *' 

"Why,** said he, "that Christ came into the 
world to save sinners." 

"Now mark, I do not ask even whether you 
believe He came to save you, but do you believe 
the truth that He came thus into the world, and 
that He died upon the cross * that He might 
save sinners ? ' " 

" Most firmly I do," said he ; " and I believe 
more, that He died for me." 

" That is even better, and more than I could 
have hoped to have heard you say. Then you 
see clearly you are not of that number who 
believe not the truth.' You do believe it. Now, 
again, put your finger firmly on the words, ' But 
had pleasure in unrighteousness.' Now answer 
me, have you pleasure in unrighteousness (in 
sin) ? " 

He replied with much emotion — 

" Oh, sir, that is all my trouble, all my sorrow. 
I leel that I am such a sinner; it is that which 
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crushes me down. I feel I am too great a smner 
for Christ to have anything to do with." 

**I do not ask you for that. I simply want you 
to tell me honestly, as in the sight of God, and 
as I shall have to meet you at the last day, 
whether you find a pleasure in sin ? — is it sweet 
to you ; do you enjoy it ? That is the point I 
want you to settle now, and that alone. Other 
points can be settled by and by, if necessary." 

His whole frame seemed to heave with emotion; 
he appeared agitated with a sudden new delight. 
The dreadful gloom of dark despair passed away 
from his countenance, and the shinings of hope 
took its place, like the sun breaking out from 
behind the dark, thick thunder-cloud. As I 
spoke of Christ's ability and willingness to save 
the returning prodigal; and showed the adapta- 
tion of that complete salvation to his individual 
wants and deep necessities; also the imme- 
diate power and cleansing properties of that 
precious blood to wash away the guilt of sin ; 
his eye became fixed upon me with a kind 
of unspeakable delight, and drawing my argu- 
ments to a conclusion I said: "And now are you 
lost ? — is there no hope for you?" 
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Instantly he appeared to wake up to the full 
conception of the idea, and, as if in a new 
world, he clasped his hands, the tears of joy 
streaming down his pale face, and his whole 
frame quivering with delight indescribable, he 
shouted out — 

" Wife, come up stairs ; I am saved ! Glory, 
glory be to God ! ** 

He appeared unable to control his delight, and 
being naturally fond of singing, he begged us to 
join him in singing his favourite hymn — 

" Now I have found the ground wherein 
Sure my soul's anchor may remain : 
The wounds of Jesus, for my sin, 

Before the world's foundation slain, 
Whose mercy shall unshaken stay, 
When heaven and earth are fled away.'' 

It is impossible to describe the calm, happy 
expression of his countenance as he begged us 
each to take hold of his hand, and help him to 
sing the next verse — 

'* O Love, thou bottomless abyss ! 

My sins are swallow'd up in Thee : 
Cover'd is my unrighteousness, 

Nor spot of guilt remains on me. 
While Jesu's blood through earth and sides 

Mercy, free, boundless mercy cries ! '' 



FIXED DESPAIR. 97 

Oh, the power of Divine grace, the comforting, 
life-giving energy of the Holy Ghost ! Only the 
previous day his two medical men expressed 
their fears that unless there was a speedy im- 
provement, they feared it would become neces- 
sary to remove him, in order to place him 
under proper restraint. And now, as by an 
unseen touch, the harp of the unstrung mind 
was retuned, and the man appeared on the 
high road to recovery. Truly, "He healeth 
the broken in heart, and bindeth up their 
^ wounds." In this respect the age of miracles 
has not ceased ; for " He is nigh unto all them 
that call upon Him in truth." 

A few days found this sorrowing one not only 
filled with joy, but recovered in body, to the great 
surprise of even his medical advisers and the 
delight of his friends. He became one of the 
happiest Christians I ever saw, and a bright 
ornament to the Church to which he belongs. 



d 



€^t Sailor anir i)^t €lobn Man for Christ. 

** Is not my Word like as a fire P saith the Lord ; and like a 
hammer that breaketh the rook in pieces ? '* — Jer. xziii. 29. 

'* Toil on, toil on, ye tireless ones, 
Kest not till the set of sun ; 
Steadily, patiently working on. 
Till your harvest task is done. 

Go forth in the world, ye sons of God, 
Where the whit'ning harvest stands , 

And glean in souls for the Saviour's crown 
With earnest, tireless hands. 

To you who are faithful unto death, 

Oht bright is the promise given ; 
And gladly you'll sing your * Harvest-home,' 

Whose stores are treasured in heaven." 

I AM not one who believe in excitable meetings, 
and have always sought to discountenance 
excitement, because I fear that in many instances 
it has been God-dishonouring in its tendencies. 
Yet, on the other hand, I would always seek to 
avail myself of any and every means to bring 
anxious souls to decide for Christ. " Beside all 
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waters, in season and out of season," we should 
seek to scatter the life-giving Word, not knowing 
which shall prosper, this or that, or whether 
both shall be alike good.'* 

Blest with a vigorous constitution and strong 
voice, I determined in the summer of 186 — fully 
to lay myself out for the Lord, by holding a series 
of open-air services in the villages forming a 
part of my pastorate. A very disreputable 
custom still exists in many parts of the Midland . 
districts of keeping up the village "wakes." 
These seasons of revelry and sin are generally 
allowed to pass by without being checked by any 
salutary influence beyond the presence of a 
policeman or two to keep the peace. It was on 
one of these occasions, on a Sunday preceding 

the " wake " at H that I took my stand on 

the market-place of the nearest town, knowing 
that here the greater part of the scum of 
humanity from some of our large Midland towns 
would gather together prior to paying us a visit 
the next day at H . 

It wad a splendid calm Sabbath evening. 

The sun was fast sinking in his glorious majesty 

in the horizon, and crowds of ^U^^xx^^-^'^'^^'t'?^ 

a 2 
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were strolling for their cool evening walk, while 
others were leaving the several places of public 
worship. 

After engaging in singing and prayer, about 
four hundred persons were gathered to hear the 
Word of Life. The subject of address was based 
on the words, "But when he was yet a great 
way oflf, his father saw him, and had compas- 
sion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed 
him." The service throughout was calm, but 
deeply impressive ; and the many loving hearts 
who accompanied me home that Sabbath evening 
prayed earnestly that the sacred message of 
mercy might be made a blessing to many pre- 
cious souls. 

The next day was to find me engaged 

preaching on the village-green at H . The 

day broke out fine, and very soon the bands of 
music told unmistakably that '^ clubs and 
wakes" meant business for the day. I had 
scarcely commenced giving out the hymn, when 
it was clear that opposition and disturbance 
might be expected. Prayer over and text an- 
nounced, the signal for disturbance commenced. 
Two clowns, with blackened faces, and dressed in 
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their grotesque garbs, had been well plied with 
drink for the occasion, and it was evidently 
arranged that simultaneously they should put in 
an appearance, if possible, to break up the 
service. 

The first on the scene looked ludicrous in the 
extreme. Evidently he was quite prepared to do 
his work ; but as he drew nearer and caught 
sound of the Word, he shook his head signifi- 
cantly, and exclaiming, "No go ; no go," soon 
slunk away. His companion, however, probably 
through the fumes of alcohol, seemed less a^le 
to control himself ; and fumbling his way, ven- 
tured nearer to where I stood. With greasy, 
blackened face, and enveloped in a large pig net, 
with legs and arms partly tied together, he 
staggered up as close as possible, only watching 
his opportunity. 

At this juncture of time, " The King and the 
Jester " formed the subject of illustration, and 
evidently considering it somewhat in his line of 
things, he lolled himself for support against the 
village pump, quietly waiting to hear the end of 
the tale. There is no telling when and how the 
Spirit of God may apply the Word home to ttvA 
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heart of the sinner. Very soon the poor fellow 
commenced weeping bitterly, and was so over- 
come that one of our friends, a converted navvy, 
volunteered to support him. 

On concluding the address, some of the friends 
asked me to speak to him ; but not wishing to 
act precipitately in the matter, I desisted, and 
simply announcing a public prayer-meeting at a 
cottage hard by, left in order to lead that 
service ; when, to my surprise, almost as soon as 
the singing commenced, I found our navvy 
friend leading this ludicrous object into the 
meeting. Now this I very much deplored at the 
time, fearing the presence of such a guest, in 
such a garb, might destroy the sacredness and 
even usefulness of the meeting. Following close 
behind these was a sailor, a fine stalwart fellow 
of about thirty years of age, who quietly took 
his place at the table where I stood. 

Prayer had commenced, during which this 
poor fellow cried out aloud for mercy, confessing 
his sins, and as soon as one of our other friends 
commenced praying, the clown exclaimed — 

" Oh, good people, give me my liberty ! pray 
give me my liberty ! ** 
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Our navvy friend took out his pocket-knife, 
and, cutting the net and ropes which bound him, 
let him go free ; while, taking the sleeve of his 
gaudy jacket, he tried to wipe away the tears 
that coursed in torrents down his blackened, 
greasy face. Many of our friends prayed 
earnestly with these poor fellows, who had been 
snatched from the foeman's teeth to listen to the 
sound of the Gospel. 

I still felt, however, a reluctancy to treat with 
them personally, fearing it might be only a 
reaction from drink, or, at best, a kind of 
excitement. I advised our friends to see them 
safely out of the town, and earnestly besought 
both of them to forsake their evil ways, and fully 
to turn to the Lord. 

Some twelve months rolled away, and well- 
authenticated facts proved that the arrow of 
conviction went home to the heart of the sailor 
on the market-cross the previous Sabbath 
evening at the open-air service, leading him to 
Christ; while the service on the village green was 
used by God in leading the clown to the feet of 
Jesus. 

One is now a missionary to sailors at S ^ 
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and the other has given up his nefarious prac- 
tices, and now obtains a honest livelihood by 
manual labour, and has become a consistent 
member of a Christian Church. 

These cases are a glorious proof that God's 
Word " shall not return unto Him void," but it 
shall accomplish that which He pleases, and it 
shall prosper in the thing whereto He sends it. 

" Sow in the mom thy seed, 
At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed — 
Broadcast it o'er the land. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive, 

The late or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious germ alive. 

When and wherever strown. 

Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat, and moist and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 

For garners in the sky." 



M0rir* 

*' That soul would scarce be saved alone ; 
Its bliss it surely would make known ; 
Thousands the joyful sound might hear — 
Hear with the heart as well as ear ; 
And these to thousands more proclaim 
Salvation through Christ's only name." 

There is no gauging the fructifying power of 
the life-giving Word of God. Like the thistle- 
down scattered by the wind, it may be borne far 
away, even under the most unlikely circumstan- 
ces, to bring forth much fruit after "many 
days." 

I well remember visiting an old woman, of no 
very prepossessing appearance, who was an 
occasional attendant at my evening services. 
She kept a small beer-house in the lowest part 
of the parish, and was seldom seen except occa- 
sionally on a dark Sunday evening, and then 
she would get into some remote comer under 
the gallery, or behind a door, as if determined 
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not to be seen. Her clothes were of the poorest 
texture, and her peculiar manner would give a 
casual observer the impression that her brain 
was weak ; however, whatever opinion outsiders 
might form appeared to trouble her but little. 
Her house was largely patronised by her neigh- 
bours, not only for refreshments, but also as a 
kind of temporary home for the sorrow-stricken 
and afflicted ; for, with all " Old Polly's " pecu- 
liarities, she possessed a feeUng, sympathetic 
heart, which at times was seen in bold contrast 
to the unfeeling, brutalising nature of the busi- 
ness in which she was engaged. People often 
took advantage of this, and, somehow or other, 
although " drawing '* as much, or more, than 
her neighbours who were engaged in the same 
trade, she seemed to find it hard to "keep 
matters going," as she would often say. Her 
accounts, which were kept in mysterious hiero- 
glyphics at the back of her door, nobody 
could read but herself; and these, if not 
obliterated by some noisy customer, she has 
often failed rightly to decipher; and thus, 
although a loser in every sense, and often ex- 
ceedingly worried by her business, she could not 
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be brought to renounce its paltry gains, by the 
fact that at her age she could "do nothing 
else/* and that she preferred her "liberty to 
going into the Union." It was thus with her 
when first brought under my notice and pastoral 
care. 

We had enjoyed a season of much blessing, 
and among others who evinced anxiety about 
their souls was this woman, who had expressed 
her desire for me to call and see her. Calling 
at the house, I was at once asked into the tap- 
room, which was the only room downstairs, 
answering all purposes, for social and public 
uses. It was very difl&cult to hold any deep 
religious conversation for any length of time, 
for in the midst of it some noisy customer 
would call for his " half-pint ;" yet it could be 
plainly seen that " Old Polly '* was far more 
anxious to hear the Word than to seU her beer. 
Having said all it was possible to say under 
such unfavourable circumstances, I was about 
to depart, when, the tears starting down her 
cheeks, she said, with much emotion — 

" Pray, sir — ^I scarcely like asking you to do 
me the favour —but would you mind asking for 
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God's blessing before you leave me? I feel 
ashamed to ask you, sir, but there is only one 
quiet spot where we might pray, and that is in 
the beer-cellar, if you would not mind. God, I 
know, can as well answer prayer there as any- 
where else ; and I do feel how I should like you 
to pray before you go." 

Of course her wish was readily acceded to, 
and,, distasteful to my own feeling as the place 
was, I wended my steps down the well-worn 
brick stairs into the almost dark cellar, while 
this aged, anxious soul carried her cushion, on 
which I might kneel to pray. That day in that 
uncomfortable place we realised the power of 
prayer, the presence and blessing of the sin- 
pardoning God. As we rose from our knees, it 
is impossible to describe the gratitude of this 
aged one, as she poured out her thanks, and 
begged, me to remember her still at the throne 
of grace. 

" Oh, sir ! " said she, " my whole life has run 
to waste. I think of the Sabbaths gone for ever 
which I have spent in business. I cannot read. 
I know I am a guilty sinner. I fear me my 
business has made others so. What can I do 
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to undo the past ? Oh, sir ! is it possible that 
the Saviour of sinners will save an aged sinner 
like me ? I would give all I have if I could only 
feel that my sins are pardoned." 

" My friend, V I replied, " God asks you to 
give nothing but that which you can afford to 
give. Give Him alone your poor heart. You 
must not wait until you feel your sins are par- 
doned to do this. You have simply — ^vile and 
sinful as you may feel your heart to be — to give 
it, just as it is, to Christ ; it is His work alone 
to change it, to wash it, to cleanse it. His 
precious blood was shed for this very purpose, 
and a sense of this is only to be obtained by 
simple faith. The feeling sense of pardon is 
sure to follow trusting, God-honouring, childlike 
faith." 

The Holy Spirit seemed at once to convey this 
glorious truth, with soul- saving, comforting 
power, to her heart, as tremblingly she took 
my hand, and, with tears, said — 

" Sir, I do believe now that Jesus loves me ; 
I do believe His precious blood has washed 
away my sins. Sir, till I can get out of this 
business I am determined to have done with 
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Sunday drawing. Will you be good enough to 
get me a paper, stating that from this time 
there will be no more Sunday drawing of beer 
done here ? " 

Her wish was acceded to ; the paper was put 
up over her mantlepiece, and on either side 
texts of Scripture, checking swearing, and ex- 
posing the sin of drunkenness. Who shall tell 
of the scorn, the ridicule, the bitter hardships 
meekly borne by this aged seeker after Christ, 
who "chose rather to suffer afflictions with the 
people of God than the pleasures of sin for a 
season." The beer-cellar that day was to her 
" none other than the house of God," and was 
made " the gate of heaven to her soul." Faith- 
like, genuine repentance is seen by its practical 
fruits. The pubUc business she soon found un- 
congenial to her feelings, and after a few weeks 
"Old Polly " might be seen transferred to other 
quarters. One little room contained her all. A 
pauper allowance of two and sixpence a week, 
scant as it was to her, was preferable if she 
might but be found in Christ, and thereby be 
enabled to live to His glory. And now, being 
more free to act, she soTight in every possible 
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way to labour for Christ by pointing her rela- 
tions and friends to Him. On one occasion she 
said — 

*' Oh, sir, I cannot tell you how happy I feel 
here ! I possess all things in Christ. I know 
He loves me. All I want is to live more for 
Him." 

It was remarkable to see her contentment in 
her poverty. Her heart was " fixed." She in- 
deed seemed to possess aU in possessing Him, 
and whenever and wherever opportunity served, 
she was not slow to show this. 

About this time her nephew, a young man 
who had become possessed of some property, 
took one of the largest public-houses in the 
place, and, after fairly commencing business, 
was laid upon a sick and dying bed. Her 
anxiety for his salvation was very soon appa- 
rent to all. Calling at my house one morning, 
she begged me to see him, assuring me that 
from personal conversation with him she felt 
certain that he was under deep conviction of 
sin, that she had made it a matter of constant, 
earnest prayer that God would touch his heart, 
and dispose him to allow me to visit him ; that 
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she had just left him expressing his desire to see 
me at once^ if possible. 

I lost no time in hastening to the house, and 
found his wife exceedingly distressed and weep- 
ing bitterly. In a paroxysm of coughing he 
had ruptured a blood-vessel; the doctor was 
then with him, but her husband had given 
orders that, if I called, to show me upstairs 
at once. I suggested the propriety of calling 
again, but to this the distressed wife could not 
assent, but begged me immediately to see her 
husband. 

As I entered the room I found the suflferer 
had fainted from loss of blood, and lay appa- 
rently lifeless. After some time, recovering 
consciousness, he asked in a whisper if I had 
come. The doctor desired him to keep quiet 
Going to the bed-side, I took his hand, and 
assured him that I could not think of his trying 
to converse, but would offer prayer, and see him 
again, if spared, during the day. Finding hinn 
greatly distressed and weeping, I bent down to 
him and heard his whispers. 

" Sir," said he, " oh, do pray that God may 
h&ye mercy upon me, and forgive me this great 
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Bin. I never ought to have entered this busi- 
ness. I have stifled my conviction in doing 
this. Had I listened to my aunt I never should 
have done it. Oh, I have tried to forget God, 
but He has found me out at l&st ! " 

It was with much difl&culty he could be ad- 
vised to quiet himself from further effort ; and 
at length we knelt beside that bed to pour out 
our wants and wishes to God. Oh ! the solemnity 
of that moment when, gathered around the bed 
of that pale, apparently dying young man, stood 
all the members of his family. His young wife, 
with their little prattler, was there ; the stern- 
looking father, a godless man, and the dis- 
tressed mother of the young man, held his 
clammy hand, while at the foot of the bed 
knelt in quiet prayer the anxious aunt. Prayer 
was earnestly offered. The solemnity and power 
of that moment I shall never forget, as, rising 
from our knees, he looked up, and smilingly 
said in a faint whisper — 

" Thank God, I can believe He will save me ! 
My aunt's Saviour shall be mine! Still pray 
for me ! " 

Subsequent visits found him getting weaker in 

H 
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body. From the first moment of his iUness he 
was led to see no hope of recovery, but believed 
that his "time had come;" but his mind ap- 
peared to lay hold more firmly of Christ, and 
daily he seemed to possess a firmer assurance 
of mercy and acceptance in Him. On one 
occasion he said to his father, who stood by 
his bedside — 

" Father, this business is not the most com* 
fortable for a man who wants to serve God. I 
know you will do your best for my poor wife 
and child when I am gone ; but advise them to 
leave this business ; and, father, take my advice, 
and leave it too." 

A few weeks hastily rolled their rounds, and 
daily he seemed to be ripening for a better 
world ; it became evident to all that the outward 
man was perishing, but the inward man was 
being renewed day by day. 

Only a few days before he died he called his 
wife to him, and said — 

" My dear wife, I know I shall not be long 
here ; I feel I am going fast. When I am gone, 
leave this business, for my sake ; and oh, see to 
it that jou train up our little one for heaven. 
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Eemember the words of your dying husband, 
that * religion's ways are ways of pleasantness, 
and all her paths are peace.' I do so pray that' 
you may meet me in heaven ; there is nothing 
worth living for here." 

He lingered but a short time longer, beseeching 
everyone who came to see him " at once to give, 
their hearts to God." A few minutes before he 
departed this life he looked up, and, smiling 
peacefully on all around, waved his hand as a 
token of triumphant victory, and said — 

" Heaven ! my all is in heaven ! " 

And the next moment the dying publican 
changed the things of time for the joys of a 
never-endless eternity with the Saviour he so 
dearly loved. . 

Two years rolled away, with its many changes 
for that family. Three other members crossed 
the narrow stream of death, of whom we have a 
*' good hope through grace." The publichouses 
were given up. The mother of the family joined 
the Church on earth, and the aged aunt entered 
triumphantly the Church of the firstborn in 
heaven. 

Who could have believed in such results from 
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that first visit to the roadside beer-house, and 
in answer to prayer, offered for the first time in 
that beer-cellar ! God be praised for the lasting, 
omnipotent, fructifying power of the ever-living 
Word ! Eternity alone will fully reveal what has 
been accomplished thereby. Here we have a 
fresh proof of His faithful promise, that "he 
that goeth forth weeping, bearing precious seed, 
shall doubtless come agam with rejoicing, 
bringing his sheaves with him." 

** Sown in the darkness, or sown in the light, 
Sown in our weakness, or sown in our might, 
Grathered in time or eternity, 
Sure, ah, sore will the harvest be." 



" Again I saj nnto yon, That if two of 70a shall agree on 
earth as tonching anything that they shall ask, it shall be done 
for them of my Father which is in heaven." — ^Matt. xviii. 19. 

** Faith, mighty faith, the promise sees, 
And looks to that alone ; 
Laughs at impossibilities, 
And cries, It shall be done ! " 

" Sm, I should think myself one of the happiest 
men in the world if I could see my wife truly con- 
verted," said a man about forty years of age, who 
had lately received much blessing in his own soul. 
He had been living in a cold, backsliding state 
of heart, had taken offence at the conduct of 
some religiously professing people, and, pros- 
pering in business, he had been dragged down 
almost to the level of the world. But having 
again received the joy of God*s salvation, and 
obtained a sense of forgiving love, he became 
increasingly anxious that his wife should be 
sharer of the same blessing. 
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His wife^ naturally of a strong will and 
unyielding disposition, thoroughly indisposed 
to religion and religious people, had of late 
assumed a persecuting bearing towards her hus- 
band; and he, being naturally of an irritable 
temper, found it hard work to maintain his soul 
in peace. He had introduced family prayer, 
but from this she would often absent herself; 
and when he gathered his children around him 
to talk to them about good things, she would 
ridicule his attempts at, what she ironically 
called, " converting them." 

His trial seemed to be daily increasing, when 
on one occasion, as he was more than usually 
cast down about his wife, he uttered the previous 
statement, ending with — 

" And now, sir, pray tell me, what course can I 
adopt ? The burden of my life is such, I hardly 
know how to bear it ; sometimes I think I must 
give up all at last ; and I fear me lest again I 
should be dragged down into the world. My 
poor wife seems increasingly to hate Christ in 
me. I try to bear it as patiently as I can, but 
unless deliverance come speedily I shall never 
be able to endure it much longer." 
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"Have you forgotten, my dear friend, that 
* the wrath of man shall praise Him, and the 
remainder of wrath He shall restrain ' ? Christ 
has put a power in your own hands ; are you 
willing to use it for His glory ? " 

"Pray, sir, tell me what it is, and, God 
helping me, it shall be done." 

" Listen, my friend, to the words of Christ : 
' I say unto you. That if two of you shall agree on 
earth as touching anything that they shall ask, 
it shall be done for them of my Father which is 
in heaven.' Now can you take Christ at His 
word, and will you join me at once in making 
this a special matter of believing, earnest prayer, 
that our loving Father may grant your dear wife 
at once converting grace ? " 

I shall never forget his hearty response as he 
clasped my hand, the scalding tears coursing 
down his face, as together we pleaded the 
promise, and poured out our deep yearning 
want into the ear of a prayer-answering God. 

The hallowing influence of that moment still 
seems to hang around my soul ; although ten 
years have passed away, with its many changes, 
the feeling of that Arm trust, that settled 
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assurance of an answer of peace, is still retained. 
Oh, what power was there, what a melting 
down, what a firm reliance upon the Invisible ! 

As we rose from our knees, my friend, over- 
joyed with the firm assurance of an answer to 
our prayers, said — 

" Sir, it shall !— it must be done ! Though my 
house be not so with God, He has made with me 
this covenant. Still join me in waiting upon tlie 
Lord. I feel certain my wife will be saved." 

On the next Tuesday evening I held a meeting 
at my house for anxious inquirers ; and judge of 
our delight to find the once persecuting wife at 
that meeting. Several had been convinced, when 
the sobs of this distressed one could be heard 
rising above the earnest prayer then offered; 
and ere long she rose, and walking towards me, 
bid me most beseechingly to pray for her. 

Ah, that was a night long to be remembered ! 
On going home, she said to her expectant and 
loving husband — 

" My dear husband, I shall never forget this 
night. From the moment I entered the meeting, 
I felt I dare not leave until I had found mercy. 
Now I can say, ' Jesus is mine and I am His.' 
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Kejoice with me, my dearest husband, that God 
has heard and answered your earnest prayers." 

" Oh, wife," said the overjoyed husband, "this 
is wondrous grace indeed ! All the while you 
were at the meeting I prayed that God might 
lay hold of you in mercy and bring you to His 
feet ; and I believe He has." 

Who can describe adequately that scene, as 
husband and wife for the first time mingled their 
praises and their prayers together. Oh, the 
rejoicing on earth ; but oh, the still greater 
rejoicing in heaven ! 

In the course of my pastoral visitation next 
day, on passing the house the husband called 
me in, and said — 

"Do come in, my dear sir, and hear what 
great things the Lord has done for us." 

Bursting into a flood of tear^, both clasped my 
hands and begged me to join them in thankful 
prayer. And on leaving, the husband said — 

" Never cease to pray for us, that God may 
deepen His work in our hearts. Oh, if you could 
have seen us last night after my wife came home 
from the meeting! We were all weeping and 
rejoicing together ; even our children caught the 
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joy, and my eldest boy said, ' Now, father, we 
shall all be happy.' How can I sufficiently 
praise God for His mercy to my poor wife? 
• Now I know that He is a prayer-answering 
God." 

Though ten years have passed away, and that 
family has endured many trials and reverses, 
yet both are going on their way, looking to the 
Author and Finisher of their faith, and trying 
to train up their family for Christ. 




arg anb Parlj^a. 



'' Departed for a season, calmly sleeping night and day, 
Mid the quiet, nnbroken silence of the churchyard far 

away; 
Below the summer shadow, and beneath the wintry sky. 
All alone they lie awaiting their summons from on high. 

Well do I recollect my first visit to Mary D — 



» 



It was a lovely evening during the autumn of 
186 — . The leaves were falling around; and, 
as I entered her room, the last golden rays of 
the setting sun were casting their parting glory 
on the pale face of this intelligent young woman. 
Consumption had been doing its work steadily 
and stealthily for some months ; and, as I 
looked upon that pale and beautifully-flushed 
face, I could plainly see that a few months, at 
most, and with her time would be changed for 
eternity. Pausing a moment in the solemn 
stillness of that sick chamber, and praying 
for the Holy Spirit's promised aid, I was en- 
abled fully to open up to her the great salvation. 
Truly, that sick room was felt to be the very 
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presence chamber of Deity ; and, in answer to 
believing prayer, she was enabled to realise the 
blessing of a present salvation, and, ere we 
parted that night, to say, " Jesus is mine." 

Subsequent visits found her fixed upon the 
immovable Eock, calmly trusting and rejoicing 
in the language of Baxter's beautiful hymn — 

'' Lord, it belongs not to my care 
Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Thee is my share. 
And this Thy grace must give. 

If life be long I will be glad, 

That I may long obey ; 
If short — ^yet why should I be sad 

To soar to endless day ? " 

Happy herself, with a joy unspeakable, she 
sought to commend her Saviour to all around. 
Aged people would meet together in her room to 
hear her ''witness a good confession." And, to 
use the words of her pious father, from this 
time "it was heaven to be in her company." 
Gradually ripening for the inheritance of the 
saints in light, my visits became a constant 
source of pleasure ; they were anticipated to the 
day, ay, almost to the very hour ; and she often 
remarked, " My best doctor has not yet been. 
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I hope he will come before the day is out." 
Eadiant with the hope of heaven, she longed 
for the hour of her departure. 

A few days before her death I called, and, on 
inquiring the ground of her hope, said : " My 
dear young friend, do you feel happy in the 
prospect of death ? '* Her weakness not allow- 
ing her to speak audibly, she whispered, and 
said, with great earnestness : " I am very happy. 
I do so long to be gone. The angels are waiting. 
Jesus is smiling. Come, Lord Jesus, come 
quickly ! *' 

Feeling her end fast approaching, she called 
her relations to her bedside, and, taking an 
affectionate leave of each, gave them her part- 
ing blessing. Turning to her sister Martha, she 
aflfectionately exhorted her to prepare for death ; 
and, after giving her mother the parting kiss, 
said : " And now, mother, be sure and tell 

Mr. when he comes again that I am gone 

to heaven, and that I am happy." 

They were the last words she was ever heard 
to utter on earth. Whispering these, she joined 
the hosts beyond the flood. 
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Ere the leaves of another autumn fell on the 
grave of this dear saint, of Martha, too, it was 
said: ''The Master is come, and calleth for thee." 

My first visit found Martha seated on a couch 
by the fire. The doctor had just pronounced her 
case to be hopeless. Bef erring to her sister's happy 
death, I at once exhorted her to believe in Jesus 
and fully receive the offers of mercy. The words 
aroused her, and, weeping like a child, she was 
led to cry aloud for mercy. Then the conflict 
commenced. " The iron had entered her soul." 
For some days it was painful to see the distress 
through which she passed. Her bodily suffer- 
ings and mental anguish, for a time, were in- 
describable. At length the day-star from on 
high arose, and she was enabled to cry out, 
" My Lord and my God ! " 

Summoned to the house by the dawn of the 
following day, I inquired of my informant the 
cause. She burst into tears, and replied : '' Oh, 
sir, she wants to see you, that she may tell you 
that she has found mercy, and is now happy in 
the Lord." 

I arrived at the house, and entered the sick 
chamber. The first thing that arrested my 
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attention was a peculiar expression of calm 
satisfaction resting on her countenance — she 
was filled with joy and peace in believing. 
Placing her thin hand in mine, her face beam- 
ing with joy, she said— 

" Oh, I am so glad you have come ; I want to 
tell you I am happy — so happy ! I have had 
such a night, I have not closed my eyes in sleep 
— I was afraid, lest I should open them in hell. 
But now I do not fear. All is well. My Saviour 
has pardoned my sins. I do not fear to die." 

Tears of joy rolled down her pale face as she 
spoke. Praying with her that He who had 
begun the good work would be pleased to deepen 
it to the last, I left her rejoicing in hope of the 
glory of God. From this time she ripened fast 
for the heavenly garner. At my last visit I re- 
marked : " Martha, you are suflfering much pain ? " 

She replied : " Yes, I am ; but what is all my 
suffering here ? Nothing to what Christ suffered 
for me.'* 

" Do you love Him for what He has done and 
suffered for you ? " The tears ran down her pale 
face as she said : " Love Him ! What could I 
do without Him now? How awful to put it off 
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to a dying day ! But I know He is mine and I am 
His. I am only waiting to go home; Jesus is 
there — ^my sister Mary is there ; soon I shall be 
there ; going to Jesus, which is far better." 

A peaceful smile, one feeble sigh, and her 
happy spirit took its flight to the bosom of her 
Lord. 

Oh, what a holy influence on all in that room, 
as we tried to realise the recognition of loved 
ones, Martha and Mary, in the ''banqueting- 
house " above ! 

'' Departed for a season, we shall meet them all once more ; 
While our trembling feet are passing over Jordan's 

narrow shore, 
Will it be that they shall greet ns, a bright angelic band. 
With words of joyous welcome to the unseen spirit land ? 
Bring us safely, blessed Jesus, in Thy own good time and 

way. 
By all that everlasting love that never knows decay, 
Till we meet amid the glories of a bright eternal shore, 
The loved, the long-departed, to be Thine for evermore ! " 
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